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THE TRAGEDY OF WOLD : 



IN FIVE ACT& 



• ;• • • • • 



PERSONS OP THE TRAGEDY. 



BENRT rv. 

LORD WOLD. 

LORD DUNLEY. 

DR ROWTH. 

HASTINGS. 

CLINTON. 

SIR LIONEL CHAYR. 

SIR HUGH DE TALMA. 

PHILIP DE TALMA. 



MICHAEL 2EBRA. 

OLDTHORN. 

MARTIN. 

BRETT. 

MOUNTNORRIS. 

MORLEY. 

GORT. 

RED HOUNDSLEY. 



THE DUCHESS OF WOLD. 
LADY STAINESh 
LADY MBRTYN. 
BLACK MARJORY. 
AFRA. 



BLANCHE. 

NURSE. 

JANET OLDTfiORN. 

RACHEL. 



A CAPTAIN OF BESIEGERS^ AN OFFICER, A GENTLEMAN, A HERALD, THIS 
LOYAL HARPER, AN*4l^'7S^^<fe!%^AL 4f A^dLt^'taE KEEPER OF WOLD 
PRISON, THE KEEPEIlf OI^ MSR'v!yN IfilbttEST! ^Q HIS ASSISTANTS, THE 
keeper's DAUGHTER AND f>Tq^ :^V9m Y DAMSELS, A BAND OF 
YOUNG GIRLS, A REF0RM0J9 ^BrMf^SEfl^'A POET, A TILLAGE SCHOOL- 
MASTER, GUARDS, S0LDIE^*MESS^G9^ &C. 



The Scenes are laid in the West of England near the Borders of 
WaleSy and in the City of Bristol, 

Time — The Reign of Richard IT.^ and the beginning of the Reign of 
Henry IV. 



THE TRAGEDY OF WOLD. 



ACT I. 

SCENE I. — An open space in the skirts of a wood. Wold Castle 
in the distance. 

Enter Afra, hearing a small black harp. 

A/ra. dFtsLV tf)e tlguntiet» fgouse o€ WtolTir. 

iFeav t^e lobe of enemies oltr. 

Q3Eten fifit=f)at(titi tf)8 ttunci)eon f)olti» 

Ct)Ott 0t)a\t petutf)^ f^ottjse of QD^olTv* 
So Merlin spake : 

He looked into the seed of Time, and spake. 
And from of old I, Afra, was ordained 
To wait on the wofiil birth, and cry aloud, — 
Judgment 's brought forth ! Hear it, O House of Wold ! 
Fear it, thou bloody and distressM House ! 

^Exit Afra, striking her harp vehemently^ 

Enter the Duchess of Wold and Dr Rowth. 

Duch. Who 's she that harps to us ? 

Dr Bowth. Afra of the Cave. 

Duch. Ah ! the Welsh Prophetess ? She walks, they say, 
Round our house, cursing us ? 

Dr Bowth. Her wits are touched. 

Duch. I have no patience with those common crones 
That in mere envy, in their toothless age. 
Mutter against us. But this poor lorn creature 
'S not one of them. My father did his work 
In all things stem and sheer : He trampled out 
That Welsh rebellion, hissing hot in blood : 
She lost her kin thereby, did not you say ? 

Dr Bowth. Yes. 

Duch. They who suflFer thus. 
What do they care for the wide politic basis 
On which such wars may rest ? In simple nature. 
They only know that those who kill are cruel : 
And hence she loves us not. But the poor thing, 
Dwelling with sifted winds in whistling caves 
The winter through, childless and hopeless, needs 
Our pity ; let her have it : Follow her. Father ; 
Speak to her ; bring her, if you can, beneath 
The bread of our house : She must eat as well as curse. . 

Dr Bowth. I fear the attempt is vain. 

A 
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Duch. Why, yes, she looks 
A trae thing of her kind, a piece of the rude earnest, 
Living upon the naked haggard edge 
Of Nature's last necessities, the better 
To curse us thence, made keen bj suflFering 
To yeiy yehemence in 't : 'Tis her wild office. 
Still we do well to oflFer her peace and love, 
Take it what way she may. 

Dr Bowth. I '11 tiy it then. 

Duck, To-morrow, do. This way, meanwhile. 

Dr Bowth. We '11 meet her 

A^ she comes round, perhaps. {\Eaeunt. 

SCENE II. — Another part of the wood-^ Wold Castle still seen. 

Afra, 

A/ra, Yonder ! 
Lo ! the old cloud 's on Wold : All 's sunny elsewhere. 
"Well done, thou bellying blackness ! Leap on it. 
Vengeance, with thy fierce feet ; crush, tread it down. 
Till it be dense ; tread down the burdened gloom, 
Till it be solid black on the doomed towers 
And battlements : There let it rest. Now, now ! 
Is the time come ? Merlin, I *m here ! 
There 's a grim waiting in the heavens for something, 
As if yon cloud (hush ! now !) would burst asunder. 
Riven by the flaming wedges of the thunder. 
And out of its womb leap the Fulfilment. No : 
'Tis passing oflF; heavy and slow, yet off". 
The time 's not yet. 'Twill come. Not in vain. Wold, 
Have I gone round about thee, winding the curse 
Close round about thee. The dread tissue 
Comes not from my own brain : The Wizard spun it 
From the black head of Fate, standing far back away 
In the infinite abyss — there fixed. 
I walk aroimd thee. Wold, 
A seeming simple thing ; but serried spears 
Of ranged men, nor walls of brass with towers 
Of blue-ribbed steel, could better hem thee in, 
Than does the coil of these poor naked feet, 
Going aroimd thee thus, and shutting thee 
Close up with the doom : Not a child's innocent head 
Of all Wold's house, not a mouse could get out. 

JSnter the Duchess of Wold and Dr Rowth. 

Duch, You are at pains with us, good woman. 

Afra. I 'm but the handmaid of a higher Will. 

DttcL God's will be done always, if you mean that. 
As for the rest, if we have done thee hurt, 
We '11 make atonement for 't. 
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Afra. Thunder, come down and answer 
Dame Wold for me ! Atonement, said you ? How ? 
Can jou call back the dead ? O ! give me then 
My father back whom thy fierce fa£er slew ! 
Give me my mother back whom he trode down 
With his pursuing horses, as she fled 
Wide o'er the wilderness, with her two children, 
My brother and myself : 

And there they trode her down, writhing to shield 
Her babes with her own body — the dear one ! 
My brother, too, his beautiful young head — 
Oh ! where was pity then ? — ^was trampled down, 
With all its flowing hanks of yellow hmr, 
Into the bloody paste of the black marsh, 
To bake i' the sun. Restore me these, and then 
Venture to name atonement. I alone 
Of all our house escaped. But I am here 
Waiting the true atonement. 
Yet not for these wrongs merely — O ! no, no ; 
They 're petty, private, selfish — ^but for Wales 
Crushed and put out, mine old wild native land, 
I wait the true atonement. Your First Edward 
Began the work : He spared not even to quench 
The holy light of our hoar awful Bards 
In death — I 'm of their true and sovereign seed ! 
But hope breathed on our moimtain liberties, 
And they were quickening ; when the Boar of Wold, 
Your fadier, came— he came with his black hoo&. 
And trode them out for ever, flame, sparks, embers, 
Never again to be revived. Wasn't this 
More than enough to set a mouth in the heavens 
Against his house ? Let Merlin tell the rest : 
We bide his time. QApra goes out^ striking her harp. 

Dr Bototh, She 's not to be reclaimed 

From her wild justice. 

DTich. Let 's walk on this way. 

[Exeunt the Duchess and Dr Rowth 

SCENE III.— J. Court in Wold Castle. 

Oldthorn and Martin. 

Old. Aught of Lord Wold? 

Mar. Her Grace is forth to meet him. 

Of course she would not own 't ; not she : Emotion 
Is not in the Peerage : 'Tis a morning walk 
With Dr Rowth, my family priest — ^that 's all. 
Only you '11 find her — ^but by mere chance, mind you— 
Where our high grounds look o'er to Mervyn hill ; 
There 's a road round the loin o't : that way comes 
The widow's only son. 
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Old, And welcome ! he has done 
Great things ; yet not quite up to his grandsire's mark. 
But what of the French war ? Is 't ended, said you ? 
How gets he off, else ? 

Mar. Know that first ; and then 

Your welcome, yea or nay, good Captain of the Guard. 
"Why yes, we 've cobbled up a sort of peace with France. 
This lets him breathe a space. But we 've shrewd tokens 
It won't be long. 

Old, "What 's wrong next ? 

Mar, What 's not wrong ? 

This Second Richard of ours, like all weak men. 
Facile and obstinate by turns, contrives 
Always to be so just at the wrong bit ; 
And hence he 's never right. His murder of his irnde 
Gloster in France did him no good. 

Old, Forefend it should ! Was 't murder ? 

Mar, That 's the bowstring 

Of much apologetic roundabout. 
It cost him hearts worth having. Then, what awe 
Of fresh authority it seemed to give him. 
Just made him fling himself with new abandonment 
Upon his curled minions : They, be sure. 
Soon drained that awe to the dregs. England 's one ferment. 
And " Banish I" cries the King, where 'twon't just do to kill : 
He thinks to strengthen himself by leaving not one man 
Of mark in all the land. But the whole mischief 
Is coming back on him : Homeward are looking 
Angry the banished heads. 

If Thomas of Wold 's to stand by Richard's throne 
In the old way, the sooner he were come 
With great Sir Hugh the better. 

Old, What Sir Hugh ? 

Mar, Not to know ! Who but De "Valma ? Young Patroclus 
To our Achilles : Kiiighted by his patron 
Upon the field : Ballads he makes, they say, 
(And sings them, I suppose) on their own wars : 
Is'nt that a friend worth having ? So to Wold 
With Wold he comes. 

Old, I '11 have another look 

At our accoutrements. {JSxit Oldthorn. 

Mar, And I at thee. 

He fought, forsooth, with Madam's father in certain old wars ; and 
so, when he 's fit for nothing else, he *s good enough for my Captain ! 
Not a notion in his head but what I put there : And you may cram 
him any Wednesday with marvels like a chicken. Only don't at- 
tempt stealing one of his cross-bows, and you may break the whole 
of the Ten Commandments over the bridge of his nose : He *11 simply 
cry out, What is 't ? But he 's brave ? Yes, as a flail — when 'tis 
used. And I m to do Lieutenant to this mere defensive old stick ! 
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To cap and crown all, our Duchess and her son never loved me : I Ve 
done nothing had, hut they don t trust me. Am I to waste my heart 
on such people ? Dunley shall he "Wold first ! 

[^Exit Martin. 

SCENE lY.—The Terrace of Dunley Tower. 

Lord Dunley and Michael Zebra. 

Dun. Michael the Marvellous ! 
Shall we say Wizard, too ? Why, you know Wold already, 
As if you were its almanac — ^to the tie 
Even of a latchet ! You can tell, of course. 
What hread the Duchess eats, the white or hrown. 
And swear to 't ? 

Zeb. Vail your eyes, my Lord ! she eat 
Flour of the vulgar wheat ? Sure, they must grind her 
Diamonds for that proud stomach. Isn't her porridge 
Made of star-dust and milk o' the Milky Way, 
Brought down hy Charles* Wain express for her, 
With all the hravery of its harness on. 
Cut out of light, with studs and buttons of glory. 
And all for her Grace — great She of Wold — Duchess 
In her own right ? The cloudy fringe of fable 
To history's web *s all flourished o'er with Wold ! 
Yonder 's the sun, shear me a sheaf o' his rays 
For rushes to Madam's feet ! 
But now for Me the Marvellous : — All my spells 
Are simply Martin — Martin *s our man, my Lord : 
I 've fixed him ours : He scorns, and would throw up 
His present place, hut that he waits to see 
Dunley the Lord of Wold. 

Dun, Small chance there, Michael. 

Zeb. Mervyn, say I, then Wold. 

Dun. As how ? 

Zeb. WivB, 

Strive, 
Thrive : 
That 's the true philosophy of marriage ; and as every thing about it 
is accommodation, it clinks even triple in my rhyme. Under favour, 
were Dunley Lord of Mervyn, would'nt he have a new wish, and so 
find a new way, to be Lord of Wold ? For greatness grows from 
itself. Wold would come to us the sooner, if it leapt from the horns 
of the Altar. Isn't that very handsome logic ? Not to speak of the 
kind old canon to people the earth. Wed 's the word. And who so 
fair as my Lord's cousin of Mervyn ? 

Dun. Why, yes. 
My heart lies all that way ; but it won't do : 
Gloster s death mars me there ; he was her father's friend. 
And I 'm his murderer — so she thinks and says. 
And spurns my suit ; though I was but the doer 
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Of the King's will in that And now, what hoots it 

That I 'm next heir to Meryyn, after her ? 

She's young, she '11 marry. As for "Wold, there too 

I 'm next of kin ; remote, 'tis true, yet heir. 

Failing the present Lord« But then he also 

3Iay wed. Even should he not, he 's scarce mid aged. 

Zeb. Forty's the key-stone of our arched span. 
He 's oyer that. As for loye, name it not ; 

! no, nor marriage : 

He 's not your man for that soft sort of thing. 

Not he. Look at him. how he turns 

The sharp, quick, lively comers of human nature, 

Like a mail-plated, jointless crocodile. 

All in one piece. The pert Old Adam 

Within us has enjoyed his peccadillo 

Afresh at the end o' the dovecot, and is off 

Laughing and capering in his nimble eld. 

Ere stiff, slow Thomas of Wold can heave himself 

Round into view. 

Marry ? Not he. He *s maidenly modest, too ; 

He 'd blush to have it named. 

Dun, We '11 give him work 

Weightier than blushing ! He has thwarted me 
Once, twice, thrice — more than that. How I do hate him ! 
He thwarts me still : He does it, too, with that 
Quiet of certainty my inmost man 
Relucts — ^revolts — ^rebels against. Those words 
He put on me in France, in our men s presence. 
For Gloster's death, they sum up all I owe him. 

1 '11 pay him back ! 

Zeb. To-day he 's coming home 

From his French wars. We '11 keep an eye on him. 
And see how he wears. 

Dun, Let Martin have our favour. 

Zeb. No fear of that, my Lord. [Eaeunt. 

SCENE Y.—A Hall in Mervt/n Castle. 

In the interior are seen Lionel Chayb, as a prisoner; the 
Keeper of Mervyn Forest, and his assistants with their dogs ; 
several countrymen ; the Village Schoolmaster ; a Poet and a Be- 
forming Petitioner. The Keepers Daughter, and other damsels 
are standing at the door looking in. 

First Damsel. Which is young Chayr ? 

Keepers Daughter. Need you ask ? 

First Dam. O ! yes, I see him now. 

Second Dam. I could tell him among a thousand. Only look at his 
flowing hair ! I wonder if ever he polls it ? What a pity he *s so wicked ! 

K.'s Daughter. Madcap or scap^race, if you will ; but O ! not 
wicked : That 's not the word. 
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First Dam. They should let him off for this one time. 

K.'s Daughter. Could I have got at my father's keys in the night, 
wouldn't I have done it ? But he had them fast below his head. 

Chayr (to the Poet). By your wild rapt eye, you're the Bard? 
Of the intense school, eh ? Of the pale, high-browed self-martyrs, 
whose still wounded hearts, love-pricked, and so forth, bleed poetry ? 

Poet. Why, yes, we are queer creatures. Genius and Madness 
bed -fellows in the same little brain ! The Temple of Fame only a wing 
of the Lunatic Asylimi ! 

Chayr. No wonder the Poet's fee -simple of reason's not worth 
an old song. This is your new work ? 

Poet. With a Dedication to her Ladyship. Mark how it begins. 

Chayr. You have made her Aurora, or the Morning Star at the 
very least ? You have simk and swooned in ecstacy, as in solemn 
vision you have seen her love-locks of youth whirled away in a long 
trail into the third heavens, and there kindling incontinent into a con- 
stellation, like Mrs Berenice's ? AU this, as in duty bound ? 

Poet. Here 's a touch : — 

*' Sun in the west ! we are the clonds aronnd you. 
All soaked and coloured with the imbibed hues, 
Parts of your glory, and extending it !" 

Schoolmaster. Under favour, you forget gender. 

Chayr » Heaven bless you now ! here 's Priscian upon you, going 
upon diamonds. 

Petitioner. What foUy, Sirs, when the whole land is running off 
its wheels ! {^Unrolling a scroll. 

Chayr. O ! a satii;e, I suppose ; not a dedication ? 

Petitioner. Will you sign ? Tis a petition to the King to dis- 
miss his favorites. Lady Mervyn must approve. Klingship 's an ex- 
pensive gawd. 

Chayr. And Iris a prodigal squanderer of the celestial paint. 
What a ridiculous waste of Night's candles ! Of course, by the idle, 
half-broken steps of old-fashioned market crosses, you have fleshed 
your tongue in that enormity? Down with yon idle hussy, Cas- 
siopeia, from her Chair, and give it for a rostrum to John Ball ! 
Sign ? yes — beginning with the Man-in-the-Moon. Why, in these 
days of wrecked whalers and dear oil, doesn't the lazy sinecurist of a 
fellow shine every night o' the calendar ? We '11 forth on lean horses, 
and reform the universe. Only think of the quick regeneration of 
the earth, when every man pricks forth, a peripatetic patriot, hunting 
out and redressing the public wrongs ! The whole world 's astir : No 
man's at home : Every man's his own agitator : And as there's no 
more sowing of wheat and barley, we must eat acorns once more, and 
thus, to demonstration, the Golden Age is come again. 

Petitioner (to the Poet). He flouts us, good neighbour. Let us 
wait her Ladyship at the gate. He 's in custody for some felony, and 
is no company for us. 

Chayr. As yon merry cobbler, in spite of you, still whistles out 
his whole heart of politics, and drinks the King's health in every tan- 
kard of foaming, winking, lisping ale that has the grace to turn its 
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handle towards Hm, of course you 11 look out for a blasted yew to 
hang yourself on ? Hold — ^see you do the thing, not m the general 
scope of the eating of the forbidden fruit, but in the strict indiyiduality 
of your own proper foUy. Go ! 

[^Exeunt Petitioner and Poet. 
And now. Master Keeper, will you honour me with a cup of wine, 
or even a horn of ale, that I may drink to the safe and speedy coming 
of our Bhadamanthus ? She 's arranging the ermine, doubtless ? 
Does it need the looking-glass, like lighter clothing ? I hope she s 
young and fair enough for a merciftd judge ? 

Keep. She 's too good for you to speai of with that saucy tongue. 
You'll get the stocks, young man. Stand aside there, all of you: 
Give way, give way. 

Enter Lady Mervyn and Blanche. 

Ladi/ Mer. "What is 't, Keeper ? 

Keep. This wild young fellow here (the more 's the pity, he *s of 
gentle birth), is grown the very pest of our peaceful Uves. He haimts 
our Chace, he waylays our daughters, he beats our rangers. He did 
so last night. He does all sorts of mad mischief. But with dogs and 
men we got him at last — and here he is. Unless your Ladyship have 
him sent before the Justice, he '11 corrupt the whole country round. 
Meanwhile, a touch of the stocks would do him no harm, methinks. 
Besides — 

Lady Mer. Enough. What say you to all this, young man ? 
"Who, and what are you ? 

Chayr. A graceless slip, I fear, if you speak so gently. 
Whether 'twill do me good to take and graft me 
Into dry stocks, rests in your Ladyship's judgment. 

Lady Mer. What have you been ? 

Chayr. The master of myself 

Too soon, perhaps. 

Lady Mer. A dangerous heritage. 
Isn't he, Blanche, the youth we saw, last week. 
Dash into that dread gulf, and save the gipsy's child ? 

Blanche. Surely 'tis he : yes, yes. 

Schoolm. And who but he (if I may be bold to speak in this 
presence) could do those sweet witching verses our village girls are to 
sing to-day, welcoming home the Lord of Wold? Twice was he 
waited on for the words ; and twice the fire-quick fancy of his nimble 
brain ran riot into mock solemnity, with a quip and a sting in the tail 
o't. The third time, the children waited on him themselves, and then 
the Muse's son was in earnest. You'll hear them, as they sing. 
Within an hour the Silent Lord will ride past Mervyn gate. 

Chayr. Heaven help me now, truly ! I 'm getting into very 
shallow water. I begin to find myself a sorry fool. 

Lady Mer. Help thyself first, then. Be thyself. Stand up 
r the gate with men. You were not made. 
Surely, to bow that constituted head 
In such a place, in such a way as this. 
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For such poor pranks, pranks which the veriest serf, 
Half passing into felon, has his pride in. 

Chayr, I take thy just reproof; but do not mock me. Lady. 

Lady Mer, Trust me, young gentleman, I would not do it. 
In proof whereof, though called upon to send you 
Before the Judge, I won t. Here to yourself 
I give you up. Be your own Judge. You re free 
Togo. 

Chayr. Pardon me, then, I *ve not been used 
To kindness of this sort : It takes me by surprise. 

Lady Mer. May I ask your name, now ? 

Chayr. O ! less now than ever, 

I 'm so ashamed. Were not that clear day shining 
In on my face, I 'd answer the more freely,— 
Lionel Chayr. 

Keep. Yes, my Lady, only think that this is the last hope of the 
good old house of Chayr, once so noted in these parts ! 

Lady Mer. Is *t so, indeed ? All *s right, then. He 's of blood 
To vindicate himself, and what I Ve said and done. 

Chayr. Am I to be a lost, or a won man ? 
I find I m come to the main hinge of my life : 
This way or that the door must turn for ever, 
Cutting me out or in. "What shall I say ? 
Nay, gentle Lady, will you speak for me ; 
You'll do it far more graciously. 

Lady Mer. I *m young. 

And maidenhood's laws might make me coy to speak 
My heart in this ; but I don t fear : You re one 
Not to misunderstand me. There 's an air, 
I say it again, upon your head and front, 
Impatient of the wrong you re doing it, 
And meant for better things. On that 
I lay my pledge you '11 yet redeem yourself, 
Ay, and build up your fathers' ancient house. 
They look to you : Your mother whom you lost 
So early, looks to you ; O ! satisfy 
Her cognisant waiting spirit ! This plea farther. 
If it were called for, take : — Our coimtry needs 
All her full sons just now to keep her right. 
Let's all be thankful we've been bom in this 
Land of considerate men, and do our duty. 
Go be a man amidst her men — I know 
You will, indeed ! Go, then ! 

Chayr (kneeling). You are the first 
That ever ventured to prophesy good of me. 
May Heaven forgive me, then, if I do put thee 
To shame, my gentle prophetess ! I bow 
Before thee very lowly. 
An hour ago I would have laughed to scorn 
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The man who should have told me woman's words 

Would hring the moisture to these eyes. But now, 

Could I weep blood, it would not tell 

How much you Ve made me ashamed of myself. 

But no more words : If I do know myself, 

I venture to rise up before you a new man. [EUin^. 

With your good leaye, humbly I now retire. 

[_Exit Lionel Chayr. 

Blanche. Is not that blessed, now ? O ! 'twas weU done ! 
Dear Lady, I could sit me down and weep ! 

Ladi/ Mer. Good Keeper, see these faithful fellows haye 
Our hospitality, ere they go. Come, Blanche. 

\JSx6unt Lady Mervyn and Blanche. 

Keep. Who could have thought of this ! Well, well, the heart 
sees farther than the eyes. Though but a child yesterday, she's 
wiser ^ than this poor grey pate of mine. God bless her ! Come, 
lads. 

Schoolm* You'll go with me, then, all of you, and see the Lord 
of Wold come in ? \ExeunU 

SCENE VI.— TA^ Terraced Roof of Mervi/n Castle. 

Lady Mervyn, Blanche, and Nurse. 

A hand of young girls pa>ss hy a little way offy dressed in white, and 
carrying baskets of powers. 

Lady Mer. A sweet device ! it makes me glad to see it. 

Nurse. Do watch the Silent Lord : See how he 'U blush. 
And not know how to look, when he comes to it, 
And finds 'tis for himself. 

Lady Mer. The Silent Lord ? 
Ay, but his deeds speak for him. 

Nurse. I to see Wold 

Welcomed at Mervjm gate ! 

Lady Mer. Why not, good Nurse ? 

Nurse. Ask, Sweetheart, do ! 
So you've forgot, have you, the old feud of blood 
Betwixt your families ? 

Lady Mer. Would I could end it here ! 
I '11 wait and see Lord Wold, Much have I heard of him 
For all that 's great and good. We know how sweet 
Stolen waters are : It may be that the sense 
Of something difficult and forbidden draws me 
To Wold ; but so it is, I 'd like to know 
The old Duchess well : I 'm sure I 'd love her. 

Nurse. Ay ; 

But see you don't. She 's not for you to make 
Or meddle with. Old sayings are out against her. 
Keep out o' those prophetics ! 

Lady Mer. She has seen 
Much sorrow in her day ? 
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Nurse. You may say that. 
Her sire, they tell, looked strange on her when he saw 
She was his only child, thinking, no doubt, 
She was the *' She " o' the weird, with whom Wold's house 
Was doomed to " perish." 

What think you now, may not all this have made her 
Sterner than she *s by nature, for they say 
She's gentle too? 

Well, she grew up, and there was still a chance 
For Wold in marriage : She was married 
To the last male o* the line, remote of kin. 
He fell — oh ! what a day was that for her ! — 
In the old family feud, in single combat. 
Beneath a Merryn's arm — ^your Ladyship's father, 
A Mervyn every inch, and every inch a warrior ! 
But think of Wold's proud Dame, only some months 
After her spousaJs, standing at her window, 
There to behold her husband's bloody corpse 
Brought up to her, and oh ! then to be told 
He perished by a Mervyn ! Sorrow, said you ? 
Was not this sorrow ? 

Lady Mer. Heavy, heavy ! 

Nurse. Days and nights, so they tell, she sat in darkness ; 
None with her. No one saw her when the pangs 
Of travail were upon her. She brought forth 
Her man-child thus — ^Thomas of Wold. And so 
The old house still stands. O ! how that mother's heart 
Was set on her grave boy — sad we may call him. 
As if he had fed on the black mUk of sorrow 
Within her womb. In youth he dwelt apart. 
Haunting the old woods with large white-breasted dogs. 
And then he went to war — and who so great as he ? 
Fain would the Duchess see him wed, but he 
Is shy as a virgin. Ay, the old prophesy 
Is not for nothing : Wold has had its day. 
How now, my Bird ? Well, if there 's not a tear 
In my child's eye ! 

Lady Mer. God bless them both ! 

Blanche, Amen ! 

Lady Mer, How dark it grows ! 

Blanche, Look up. 

Lady Mer. 'Tis black as thunder. 

Nurse, Let 's in. 

Lady Mer. See, what a strange unearthly glistering 's cast 
Down on those white young children. Hark ! they *re singing : 
There 's a wild sweetness in 't. 

\^The singing of children is heard without. 
Look now, they 're strewing 
Their flowers i' the way : Lord Wold must be at hand. 
Under that ominous gleam, is it not like 
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Some spiritual vision ? Hark ! the hollow sound 
Of coming hoofs in the grim hush : Two riders ! 

Nurse. That dark, staid, stately man 's the Silent Lord. 

Blanche, And who 's the fair young Knight that rides with him ? 
"Why, what a goodly pair ! A plague, say I, 
0' their old-world quarrels ! What have we to do 
"With gear like that, eh ? Let *s wave to the brave. 

[[Blanche and the Nurse wave their handkerchiefs. 
But who 's the youth, did you say, Nurse ? 

Nurse, Some friend, be sure, come from the wars with "Wold. 
But see my child 's too deep in her heart-gaze 
To wave with us. "Well, now if I don t think 
She 's riveted on Lord Thomas ! Help you. Love, 
Why look you so at him ? He 's far too old for you. 

Lady Mer. In my heart 's true sincerity, I pray 
Heaven give me such a husband ! 

Nurse. Father, you mean. 

In point of years, don't you see he might be 
Even my Lord Dunley s father ? As for looks. 
What's yonder Grimness to your goodly cousin ? 

Lady Mer. Well, well. 

Blanche. 'Tis dreadful dark. 

Lady Mer. The good Lord looks 

As if he did not like the pageantry ; 
And yet so sweet is it, so simple kind. 
He can't be angry. O ! no ; do but see 
How he smiles on them now. 

{A thunder-holt comes out. 
Oh ! what a blinding burst 
Of fire was there ! Ah, mercy ! Look ! he *s down ! 
The thunder-bolt has smote him — ^'tis Lord Thomas. 
Let's have him in. f-fi^iwV Lady Mervyn. 

Blanche. The young Knight's off his horse, too. Heaven be 
praised ! 
He doesn't seem hurt : He 's helping his friend up. 

[^Exit Blanche. 

Nurse. Oh ! this poor heart o' mine ! 
These prophesyings and these thunderings 
Will be the death o' me ! "What a world we live in ! 

{_Exit Nurse. 

SCENE VII.— ^ Forest Walk near Wold Castle. 

The Duchess op Wold and Dr RovrrH. 

Duch. Only one peal. 

Dr Rowth. But what a peal ! 

Duch. The bglt 

Struck i' the vale, methinks. 

Dr Rowth. Where are those riders ? 

They should be seen now coming up this way : 
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They re tarrying long. Lord "Wold was one of them, 
That I am sure of. 

Dv^h, He that was with him, then, 
Should be Su* Hugh. 

Dr Bowth. Here 's some one in great haste : 
What can it be ? 

Enter Sir Hugh De Valma. 

Sir Hugh. Madam, I take you for 

Her Grace of Wold. 

Duch, If you 're Sir Hugh De Valma, 
Welcome to our poor Castle. 

Sir Hugh. Let me tell 

The end of my errand first : — Lord Wold *s hurt somewhat. 
But not seyerely : I do hope and think 
'Tis only yery slightly : I may yenture 
To assure yotu: Grace of that. It might haye been 
Quite otherwise. The thunder-bolt 
Smote him to earth. It struck at Mervyn gate. 

Duch. The thunder ! 

Sir Hugh, He 's reviving. I Ve just left him 
In Mervyn, tended by the Lady Mervyn. 

Duch, In Mervyn ! 

Sir Hugh. Fearing the imperfect news 
Might magnify the matter, and distress 
Your Grace, I thought it best to come at once myself, 
And tell you the strict thing. 

Duch. 'Twas kindly done : 

I thank you, gallant Sir. 

Sir Hugh. With your leave. Madam, 
I now go back to him. He '11 be with you straight, 
I promise that. {Exit Sir Hugh De Valma. 

Du4:h. Father, will you go meet them. 
And bring them on ? I '11 home, and wait them there. 

Dr Bowth. With right good will. \_Exit Dr Rowth. 

Du^h. Is't come ? [Exit the Duchess. 

SCENE VIII. — An Apartment in Mervyn Castle. 

Lord Wold and Lady Mfrvyn. 

Wold. It seems an evil thing '^ 

So to be struck of Heaven ; but, except this, 
I 've ta'en no harm. 

Ladg Mer. Nay then, in the old times, 
Such strokes of visitation were held sacred : 
They fell on heads that the gods loved — ^none others. 
Be it so still of you ! 

Wold. Gentlest of ladies, 
Do you say this of me ? Here 's a new thing :— 
Wold hurt, and laid in Mervyn ; yet so pitied. 
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So cared for, tended so, aj, and bj one 
Whom he was taught to think his enemy ! 
What should this mean ? 

Lady Mer. O ! do not think me that ! 
What should it mean but peace ? Would I could stay 
The old vents of blood betwixt us, I would do it 
Even ynih my very heart ! 

Wold. Your heart, you say ? 
Be it so, then. Surely the God of Heaven, 
Thundering and lightening so, and bringing me 
So to your house, meant you to be my wife 
From this strange hour — ^you, and none else but you ! 
Were I not up in years, and from my youth 
A man of blood, grave too, one not to be 
Loved of young virgins, by my soul I *d ask you 
To be my own true wife ! You 're the first woman 
I ever set my heart on. 
Why do you tremble so ? I fear you hate me now ? 

Lady Mer. O ! no. 

Wold, Come then to Wold with me, and stanch that blood. 
By this chaste kiss, I take thee for my wife. [Kistiny her. 

I did not think, Lady, 

The reach of nature in man's world could give me 
A joy so holy deep. Excellent creature, 
How I do love thee ! 

Lady Mer. Mine own lord and husband ! 

Wold. I 'U never change from thee ! I 've been a man 
Not of glad days, but I '11 be glad in thee ! 

! ever near me, ever with me. 

Thou, like the beautiful, meek, silent light. 
The all-moulding light, wilt go into the grain 
Of my dull nature, clearing it with new life. 
So spiritual and so gracious is thy presence ! 

1 go to Wold the while. My mothers blessing 
Shall be on both of us. 

Lady Mer, All my fear is there : 
I fear she *11 never love one of our house. 

Wold. Be of good cheer ! Even did thy sweet deservings 
Fail me as my best plea, still I have served my King, 
And I will pray him, and he *11 joy to bid 
Those old feuds cease, and reconcile our families. 
To this my mothers loyalty will bow. 
It may be, as an abstract duty first. 
She '11 love us ; but with all her heart she '11 love us, 
For thy dear sake, when she has known thee better. 

Lady Mer. Be it so, my good Lord : I wait thy honoured will. 

Wold, Yonder comes back Sir Hugh : Let 's go and meet him. 
And shew him we *re not hurt. {Exeunt. 
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SCENE IX.— ^ Court at Dunley Tower. 

Michael Zebra. 
Zeh. Ho! Brett. 

Enter Brett. 

How get you on ? 

Brett. All's right. 

Zeh. The stables? 

Brett, Ready. But why such haste ? 

Zeh. Did I not tell you ? 

The King comes here to-night ; a train, too, with him. 

Brett. The King ! Nor warn us ? 

Zeb. See what comes o' being 

His right hand men : 'Tis his most royal freak 
To take them by surprise : O ! how he 'd glory 
"Were Dunley off his guard. 

Brett. Well, well, he 'U find us 

Up to the trick. 

Zeh. That's all. [^ii?i^ Brett. 

Here comes my Lord. 

"What bent on next ? He was restrained, they say. 
Austerely when a boy. I 've known such cases. 
Where, the curb suddenly withdrawn, the youth. 
Defrauded hitherto of due delights. 
And losing self-respect from daring once 
To taste some lighter joy, unwisely classed. 
In teaching him, with things forbidden justly, 
And knowing no gradations, has at once. 
With a ferocity of liquorish relish. 
Unknown to those of looser bringing-up. 
Plunged into pleasure. 

Enter Lord Dunley. 

Dun. The game 's up : She 's Wold's ; 

Wooed, won, and all but wed — all in a thunder-clap. 

Zeh. What means my Lord ? 

Dun. Simply, that he of Wold 

Home going fell, hurt by the lightning stroke. 
At Mervyn gate. The Lady Isabella 
Had him in, tended him : She won his heart ; 
He hers : They are betrothed. 

Zeh. Is this a jest ? 

Who told your Lordship ? 

Dun. Only she herself. 

And frankly, too : in innocence, I suppose. 
We 're bound to say. I pressed her hither to-night, 
To meet the King, and grace our feast, my suit 
Urging the while ; when, with a serious sweetness. 
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She said she owed it to herself and me 

To tell me at once she was the Lord Wold's bride. 

This cut the matter short. 

Zeh, The end o* the world *s upon us ! I 've just seen 
That springald Chayr : "What think you, good my Lord ? 
He 's in the metamorphoses ! Last eye — 
A peck o* wild oats ; to-day — ^unbonnet you 
To The Whole Duty of Man ! So changed is he. 
And here *s my Silent Lord : O ! rare for Silence ! 
We knew him, certainly, too well to count him 
One o' your mere sheer war-clubs knotted and gnarled with strength, 
On the outstanding knobs Of whose rough nature 
Pity might hang herself in her own garters ; 

But who could have thought of love ? When lo ! our Thomas melts, 
Woos, wins, all in a flash, as if said flash 
Had more than suppled our dull suitor s tongue, 
Wildering the maid's brain, too. 

Dun. Sooth be the saying ! 

Thunder bodes ill to Wold. 

Zeh. Why, as for that, 

We '11 lay light stress on *t. Such old gear of saws. 
What are they worth ? Mere pets o' family pride. 
Kept for their ancientry, like mine ancestral trees, 
My rookery, or my heronry, established 
From Noah's Ark ! Dame Wold, trust me, would lay 
The axe to her avenue sooner than give up 
The old prophecy of her house, for all it bodes. 
Such things have just this worth, — they shew shrewd men 
How to shape out fulfilment for themselves. 
Working on weak folk's fears. Now then for Wold : — 
We '11 end this love of his, so end his line : 
For like your grave, deep, quiet men, he loves 
Once, and no more. The lady — ^mark, my Lord- 
Is his betrothed ; but she *s not yet his wife. 
No, nor shall ever be. 

Dun. O ! that 's the word 

Goes with my heart, could you but make it good ! 

Zeh. Thomas of Wold charged you with Gloster's murder. 
Good my Lord, did he not. 
In presence of his captains, and compelled you 
To leave the army ? 

Dun. *S blood ! why do you name it ? 
You had better tell me too, with twitting tongue, 
(And look for thanks) he — Wold — the man I hate. 
Has robbed me of my love ! 

Zeh. My Lord, that charge 

Against you, was a charge against the King, 
A foul, disloyal charge. He called it murder; 
The King's a murderer then, for 'twas the royal will 
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And work you did, as any faithful subject 
Was bound to do. 

Dun, There 's reason there. 

Zeb. I 've heard 

Your Lordship oft, with just discrimination, 
Call that charge treason, it reflected so 
On Majesty. 

Dun. What then ? 

Zeh. Our Sovereign Sire 

Comes here to-night. You know, my Lord, his wrath 
At hearing Gloster named ? 

Dun. WeU ? 

Zeh. Hereford 

Is looking homeward from his banishment, 
An angry man. Him the King fears. He 's Wold's 
Sworn fnend. His Majesty is jealous, too, 
Of Wold's great services, and can never wish him. 
Quartering with Mervyn, to have more power still. 
My Lord of Dunley is his msoi for that. 
Let s draw all these converging points together. 
And knit them thus to our purpose : — When the Bang 
Is flushed with wihe to-night, make bold, my Lord, 
Doing your duty as a right leal servant. 
To impeach Lord Wold with that disloyalty. 
I '11 bear your Lordship out in 't : I was present. 
And know it all — and more. 

Dun. (pacing the court). Could this be done ! 

Zeh. It can be — must be — shall be. Nay, this farther :— 
You 're bound, my Lord, as Mervyn's last male head. 
Not to allow that wedding — not to allow 
Your orphan cousin, an unshielded girl. 
Unpractised, trusting all, to wed a traitor. 
By Nature's laws you are her guardian friend ; 
I charge you, then, befriend her. 

Dun. Did you say. 

It could be done to-night ? 

Zeh. Nay, if you won t, my Lord, 
I '11 do 't then. I 'm a soldier — of no mark, 
I do admit, but— one of fair, just rank : 
And I have eaten the Eling's salt ; so then, 
Down with his enemies all ! Perdition have me. 
If I let traitors live on him ! I denounce 
Wold, if Lord Dunley won't. I do it, too. 
For Mervyn's sake, and Dunley's stake in Mervyn. 

Dun. I '11 do it, then. But to-night, said you ? 

Zeh. Ay: 

All at one heat. Our Liege, 
Wroth about Gloster, and made prompt, by hints. 
To awe proud Hereford, by keeping down 
And humbling Wold, will straightway summon him 
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Into the presence : All this yeiy night. 
We '11 have another thunder-clap. 

Dun. What then ? 

What will Wold say or do ? 

Zeb. O ! swelling high, 

All by the book of course, he '11 there and then 
Down with his gage, daring to mortal combat 
The Lord of Dimley. Twill but aggravate 
The King's displeasure : He hates gauntlets now. 
It but remains to name Wold's punishment. 

Dun, What should it be ? 

Zeb. Good, my Lord, take care there. 

Measure 's the Angel of man's life. The sentence 
Must be the mildest possible that serves 
Our purpose fully. But the King himself 
Must seem to dictate, while we gently bend him 
To what we wish. Say that Wold be confined 
Within the limit of his own domain, 
On pain of death to pass 't. 

Dun. But mayn't he marry 
Our Isabella still ? 

Zeb. No, my Lord Dunley. 
Even were she willing, still his pride 
Would guard her dignity, nor let her stoop 
To a convicted and a punished traitor. 

Dun. And may aU this be done ? 

Zeb. This very night. 

If my Lord be himself. Ay, more than this. 
The King's command will give you yet your wife. 
And Dunley shall be Mervyn. Thomas of Wold, 
Struck thus, shall pine out of your way ; and then, 
Wold's large domain, mark me, her lodes of ore, 
Quarries of slate, forests, and fishy rivers. 
Her hills of sheep, green plains, and fruitful fens. 
Far and wide, shail be yours. 

Trumpets without. 
Hark! 

Dun. 'Tis the King. 

Keep near me. [^Exeunt. 

SCENE X.—A Chamber in Wold Castle. 

Duchess of Wold and Lord Wold. 

Duch. Good night, then. 

Wold. One word more : — 

That lightning flash has been my marriage torch. 

Duch. What means my Lord ? 

Wold. I have betrothed the Daughter 
Of Mervyn : She 's my bride. 
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Duch. My son, I fear you re hurt ? 
You must to sleep. Good night. "We *11 speak of this at mom. 

Wold, Nay, my mind 's firm and clear. 
And I haye thought it dutiful to tell you 
What now I 've told you, ere I sleep beneath 
Your sacred roof : Had others not been with us, 
I. would have told you sooner. Ah ! my mother, 
If you do look on me so, I fear the night 
Suits my news better than the mom. 

Duch. Nay, then. 

Midnight 's the time for it, the hollow midnight. 
When things unholy walk, and monstrous fears 
Lay siege to the soiil of man. Thomas of Wold, 
What haye you done ? 

Wold, Quenched an old feud in peace, 
And holy wedded love. 

DiLch, I wished thee wed ; 

But, by my fathers, would that flash had been 
Thy funeral torch, ere it had lit thee to 
The nuptial bed with one of Mervyn s name ! 
Think of thy father s blood shed by her father : 
Oh ! it cries fie on thee ! A love so hasty rash, 
So disproportioned and unnatural, 
Can't come to good ! 

Wold, Here 's a strange thing : — I 've won 
The best of virgins for my i/nfe, and closed 
An old broil up, as God's law bids us do. 
The very law of reconciling love 
Which governs Heaven itself; and yet I 've done amiss ! 

Duch, (girding herself with a towel). Let's to your chamber : 
I '11 wash your feet, my son — on my bent knees I '11 do it, 
And kiss them ere I rise : There 's not an office 
The lowliest, but I 'd do 't to make thee happy. 
But this I '11 never do, — I '11 never speak 
To one of Mervyn's line ; no, nor receive 
One of them in my house. 

Enter a Servant, 

Ser, May it please your Grace, 
A messenger from the King. 
Dtbch, Admit lum. 

The Messenger is brought in. 

Mess, These 

From our Liege to Lord Wold. 

\The Messenger gives letters to Lord Wold, and retires. 
Wold, We take for granted 

Your Grace's leave in this. 

[Lord Wold opens and reads the letters. 
Ho ! there, my horse ! 
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Ah ! my poor Roan, I had forgot ; the lightning 
Spared not thee, like thy master. I crave, Madam, 
A horse from you. 

Duch. The best in all my stables, 
For the King's service. May I ask, my Lord, 
The import of these letters ? 

Wold. I am summoned 

To Dunley Tower, where the King rests the night. 
Wherefore, is not set forth ; but the command 
Is peremptory. We must saddle straight. 

\Ex%i Lord Wold. 

Duch. Ill news, by his look ! My hope, my morning joy. 
To welcome home mine own heroic son. 
How changed to me at night ! 

Lord Wold re-enters. 

Wold. Madam, my honoured mother, 
I fear I went abruptly from your presence. 
Good night, for I must go. 
I thought to rest me with you ; but for me 
There seems no rest in life. Give me your blessing, 
Lest I return not : Troublous times are near ; 
The King may need me. 

Duch. I *il say this, my son, 
And bless thee for 't : — For him, and for thy country, 
A great far doer hast thou been — ^great thii^ 
Thou hast done, and yet wilt do ! 

Wold. Now then, my mother. 

Watch not for me ; see that you do not do it. 
I pray you go to sleep. Good night, good night ! 

\Exeunt severally. 

ACT II. 

SCENE I. — The Mouth of Afrds Cave^ in the side of a rocky 

mountain. 

Afra with her harp. 

Afra. Far in your place of clouds. 
Shadows of old renown. 
Bards of Wales, I behold you ! 
Chief of the Band, Merlin, 
Awftd head, I behold thee ; 
Whose Prophet word has reared 
Far in the grisly Future's broken abysses 
Of light and shadow the sure pillars of truth. 
Substantial, unremoved ! I take thy nod. 
And cry to the Earth, Vengeance on him who smote 
Our mountain Freedom down, last and for ever,— 
Wold! 
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The thunder-tongue hung in the clouds hath spoken, 
At Merlin's word : Silence that summoner, Wold ; 
Do, if you can ! Even thine old enemies loye thee. 
That thou may'st not escape ! 

Thomas of Wold s in the net ; he's struggling there, 
Like an old lion, but he can't get out. 
Here was a Manhood bom to break the jaws 
And backbones of enormous difficulties — 
Mammoths to him were mice ; yet can't he break 
One thread of my net thrown oyer him, not one ! 
The child of Mervyn 's in, too, that sweet child, 
Whose visitations made me almost glad : 

! would it were not so ! Frown not. High Ones, 

With your hoar furrowed brows : If here upon my watch-tower 

Of wo I 've stood for you till the grey cloud . 

Of years has gathered on my stricken head, 

Let me love tibat dear child. But the doom 's doomed. 

And she must die with Wold. 

To judgment and more judgment. House of Wold, 

1 summon thee, bloody disastrous House, 
Until thou perish quite, and be forgotten 

Clean out of mind ! [jA/ra goes into her Cave* 

SCENE \\.—The Aisle of Wold Church-Alighted hy a lamp. 

Bows of coffins are seen standing on trestles. Lord Wold 

is discovered sitting hy a coffin. 

Enter the Duchess of Wold and Janet Oldthorn. 

Duch. Peace be with the dead ! 
Morning and evening, Janet, all my life, 
I 've trimmed this lamp with my own hands, with sweet 
And firagrant oils ; and never let it out : 

Token of old affection. \The Duchess trims the lamp. 

My time draws to an end. I know not, Janet, 
WTio '11 do this duty when I 'm gone. No matter ; 
If we 've good deeds to shine in our sepulchres. 
We need no other lamps. Dark or light, we 'U lie still. 

Observing Lord Wold dimly. 
What 's this ! What thing art thou ? 

Wold. A thing, indeed — 

That's the word — ^not a man, no more a man ! 

Duch. My Lord ! 

Wold. Nay, then, read there : — 

\_He writes with his forefinger in the dust under the lamp, 

Duch. " Traitor ? " 

Wold. Am I that. Madam ? 

Duch. What means all this, my Lord ? 

Wold. Ay, what ? 

But bear me witness first, — Did I not go 
Last night in a right spirit to serve my King ? 
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His countenance, as I passed into the presence, 

Was dark against me. 

I knelt, but as I knelt, I was denounced a traitor. 

Duck. Wherefore ? By whom ? 

Wold, By Dunley. Gloster s blood 

Hurt us in France, discrediting our arms : 
He was the murderer : OflP I drove him from us. 
Hence his revenge. The heart and ear of our Liege 
Are his. Made bold thereby, he dares to charge me 
With slanderous and disloyal imputations 
Upon the King himself, weakening his sway in France ; 
Nay, more, with actual treason in abetting 
The exiled Hereford (who was my friend 
In earlier days) in plotting rebel mischief 
Back on the English throne : Such was his accusation 
Against me there and then. 
Ay, and our Sire — Oh ! shame for England ! — let 
The servile tongue of some cloak-brushing fellow 
Wag vouch against me. 

Dtich. Back in Dunley s teeth 

YoTK hurled the lie ? 

Wold. What boots it that I did ? 

Ah ! Madam, we 're not wise : Our family have obliged 
The Sovereign far too much : Kings do not like 
To bear and feel the weight of gratitude. 
But oh ! the injustice, think of it ! 
The monstrous, strange injustice, to pay back 
All our old deeds for the Throne in such a way ! 
As for my poor sole self, what need I tell you 
No ear was there for me : Self-vindication 
Had no place there : 

My scorn, my gage, my lie-defying challenge 
Were very aggravations : Here am I 
A Banished Traitor! 

Banished from my King's presence, from the presence 
Of all my peers, from good men, from the ways 
Of social life ; pent up in Wold's domain, 
On pain of death to pass it ! 

Duck, Did King Richard 

Pronounce that sentence ? 

Wold. Yes. And out o' their wine 

Flushed faces rose against me. 
Of Bacchanalian heads, frowning against me 
As angry as their reeling drunkenness 
Would let them frown it : This was our King's Council ! 
The Council of the Majesty of England, 
Considerate England ! 

Convenient pocket tool, the King bears 't with him 
Where'er he goes. I' their winking, lisping wrath, 
They ratified the sentence. Think of it ! 
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Dxjuih, Be calm, my son. 

WoU. Calm, Madam ? Am I not ? 

But yet I think of it. 

I sought me here Death's house, to get me patience 
Out of the dust of my magnanimous fathers ; 
ButO ! I think of it yet. 

Duck. Perfect rightmindedness 

Must be here. 

Wold, You say well. Truth to say, ferther, 
What right have I to bring my own disgrace 
Into this honoured place ? 
What right have I to bring a branded traitor 
Under your own true roof? 

They had no right to tie the dead to the living thus. 
Madam, I crave your pardon : I insult you. 
Tainting your loyal freedom with my presence. 
I 'U forth. I die if I do. But what if I resist ? 
Who '11 blame me for 't ? 

Dtich, The King must be obeyed. 

Our house — call 't even your jail — is at his royal will. 
He trusts to me in this. Whate'er your sentence, 
Just or not in itself, it stands our law. 
Till it be cancelled. 

Wold. Great must be his trust 
In your Grace, then ! Had he packed me o'er the seas, 
He would have shewn something like a fair sense 
Of what I am and can do. But here he sends me 
Insultingly home to my mother's house. 
As if I were a suckling, not a man 
That might be dangerous near him. 

Dttch. 'Twas a credit 

Vouchsafed you rather, that you 'd loyally bow 
To your Liege, like all your sires. 

Wold. I 'U not be rash. 

The very feet that here I 've sat all day 
With the thick small dust of our dead, to keep my heart 
Down, shews I '11 not be rash. I have appealed 
From Richard drunk to Richard sober : 
He, too, has had a day's space for reflection : 
I 've sent Sir Hugh De Valma, whose discretion 
I 've perfect faith in, on his knees to attest 
My innocence to the King, and pray him to recal 
Thus far my sentence, that he '11 give me still 
Trial — leave and just means to clear myself 
In a competent manner before God and man ; 
At least to change my place of banishment, 
And not make Wold a prison-house for traitors. 
I wait De Valma's coming. 
Meantime, I pray you, let this maid go forth, 
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And bring him here when he comes. I go not hence, 
Till I get the King's answer. 

Duck. You know, Janet, 

Sir Hugh De Valma ? Go, and fetch him hither. 
If he 's come back to the Castle. \_Exit Zicixvn Oldthorn. 

This, my Lord, 
Is a hard thing ; but yet it must be borne. 

Wold, Ay, Wold, see that you bear, good Wold ! 
Nothing but bear for Wold ; unless we add, forbear ! 
You re used to it. Wold ! 
Shy men our fathers were, not courtiers they ; 
Nought asked they for themselyes, this only made them 
Be the less thought of — ^such is your way of Courts. 
Well, well ! 

Duch. No more of this. 'Tis but a sorry service 
To stand by the throne, when the king 's wise and good ; 
'Tis when a weakling 's there, we best defend 
The principle of the monarchy, defending 
\\^ personnel. 

Enter Martin. 

Mar» Help, my Lord, help ! 

Wold. What is 't? 

Mar. They Ve hanged Sir Hugh De Vahna, down i' the forest. 

WoU. Who has dared ? 

Mar. Richard. For yourself, my Lord, 

The young man went to plead. The King, incensed 
At his presumption, sent out af);er him 
Six fellows masked to overtake, and hang him 
On the first tree. Two of them fell by his sword ; 
But the rest beat him down, disarmed, and hanged him 
On the great tree called The King's Oak. • And there 
He 's hanging still. 

Wold. There let him hang. 
Let no hand cut him down — let no hand dare. 
No weak, officious hand. 

That man 's my foe who does 't. England's good people 
Shall come and look at him there : In troops I '11 bring them, 
Mothers, maids, old men, children, all to see him 
As he hangs there. 

The King's Oak, said you ? A fit gallows, then : 
Ominous be it to kings ! 

Duch. I won't believe 
King Richard did it. I '11 to him straight myself. 
And learn the truth o't all. 

Mar. Madam, he 's off 
To Ireland in hot haste : He 's needed there. 

Dtuih. (to Martin). Give us leave. \Ex%t Martin. 

He hang a young knight thus ? Never ! 
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Wold, And when 
This peopled isle have seen the horrible sight, 
I '11 cut him down myself; ay, and I '11 bury him 
Beneath the tree — ^The King's Oak, that 's the word — 
I *11 bury him there ; and o'er his dust I '11 put 
A monumental stone, and I '11 inscribe it 
To all times with the record 
Of this most bloody and most tyrannous act : 
Bear witness if I don't. Ghosts of my Fathers ! 
And bear me witness this, — if I avenge not 
His blood, perish my name, and may I never 
JAe with you here ! 

Ditch. We must hence. 

Wold, Not yet. Madam. 

Hanged! 

The beautiful youth, so gallant and so true ! 
My friend, and such a fnend ! 
Ay, and who fought for England so, and Richard ! 
And they have hanged him ! 
Why, he but did my message : Me it was 
They should have hanged, me and not him. Cats, curs. 
And such like gear they hang, don't they ? But him, 
Oh him! 

Shame ! shame ! oh fie ! But, ha ! I 'U give him vengeance. 
Let 's forth. 

I '11 to the banished Hereford, my friend. 
And bring him hither ; ay, and set him up 
On England's throne. 

Enter Janet Oldthorn with Hastings. 

Hastings here ? 

Hast, News, my Lord ! 

(Madam, I crave your leave). 
Richard 's to Ireland. Hereford will land 
At Ravenspur immediately : He comes 
As Lancaster to claim his family Duchy 
Which the King refl him of. 

Wold. What, if in seeking 

A Duchy he find a Kingdom ? 

Hast. Fiery fest 

I 've brought these tidmgs to prepare your Lordship. 
Richard away, who props the Throne but Wold ? 
Men's hearts are going after Lancaster, 
And giant Mischief stalks through this magnanimous isle : 
The King's friends look to thee. 

Wold. Come with me, Hastings, 

Down to the forest ; I 've a little thing 
To shew thee there. 

Duch. If you do leave these coffins 
With a rebellious purpose, hear me,— 

D 
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The multiplied curse of each and every one 
Of our far loyal line, that sleeps in them, 
Be on your going — ^mine with theirs ! 

Wold, Most honoured Madam, 

1 11 see you not again till I have put 
This matter square. Your house is no fit place 
For hranded traitors : Right, I leave you ihen. 
Do what I may, I can't be worse than what 
I m made alre^y. 

Duch. Sophist ! 
As if the innocent condemned unjustly 
Were the same as the guilty ! Your own heart 
Shall know the difference. Go ! [_ExeunU 

SCENE III. — An Apartment in Mercyn Cattle. 
Lady Mervyn and Lord Dunley. 

Ladf/ Mer, What would you, Sir ? Say on. Your face implies 
Alarm at least. What is 't ? 

Dun. The Lord of Wold 

Is a King-doomed traitor. 

Lady Mer. Blistered be the tongue 
That calls him that ! Out on that slanderous name ! 
Tis not for him ! 

Dun. A banished traitor, too ; 
Banished to Wold for life, on pain of death 
To pass his bounds. As your next kinsman, I 
Have snatched a minute's space to come and tell you. 
Your troth with treason 's broke, of coiurse. No claim 
Has he on you now. 

Lady Mer. Lord Wold himself 
Will tell me all : He 11 tell me what to do : 
He '11 keep me right : From his just soul alone 
I '11 take my knowledge of these painful matters, 
And all my guidance through them. 

Dun. Isabella 

Lady Mer. No more of this : Have done wi't : Dare not thou 
Name thy suit more to me ! My Lord of Dunley, 
This from me once for all : — Even Wold apart, 
D' ye think I 'd wed the man whose hands are reeking 
And droppmg with our good firiend Gloster's blood ? 
Mate with that murderer ? Make me one with him ; 
Disdaining the considerate sympathies 
Of earth, and reckless of the Curse sent out 
From the Eternal Justice to hunt down 
The man of blood, and all his house with him ? 
Retire! 

[Dunley looks at Lady Mervyn^ and then retires in silence. 
Doomed ! Banished ! But he '11 send for me, 
Or come to me himself. 
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Enter a Servant, 
Ser. The Lord Wold, Madam. 

Ladi/ Mer, I knew it ! Admit him entrance. 

Enter Lord Wold. 
I knew you would come ! 
Yet, oh ! why do you come ? 'Tis death to you ! 
I know it all, my Lord. \8he advances to meet him. 

Wold. Yet touch me not, 
Till we be sure you know me fully ; I 'm 
Changed so, since last we met. 

Lady Mer. Not changed to me ! 

no ! The dark days are come very soon 
Upon us, my good Lord ! But let them come ; 
They '11 shew I 'm yours even in the Shadow of Death. 
Only for you I grieye. 

Wold. Listen : — ^The King's doom 's on me ; 
Unjustly, but yet on me : I 'm a traitor — 
They 've doomed me that. They 'ye hanged Sir Hugh de Valma, 
My dear young friend, who vouched my innocence, 
And craved for me fair trial : Simply for this, 
They 've hanged him on a tree. Match me. 
In bHI the tragic lands of wickedness, 
A deed like that ! Just now I 've cut him down. 

1 've laid his body in the sacred dust 

Of England. On his grave I knelt, and vowed 

Anew to avenge him. Richard shall come down 

From off his throne ; the unjustly banished Hereford 

Shall mount instead : He 's come. I 've burst my limits 

To help this on. Ay, and I go 

To chase those bloody minions out o* the land. 

I 'm thus a rebel. It beseems you thus 

To judge of me anew. Here do I give you back 

Your troth : So changed am I, I 've no right over it now. 

Will you renew it to me, Isabella ? 

Lady Mer. Will I not ? Do I not ? 
I cannot judge of those deep things of war, 
I know but fliis, — my heart rests in thy heart. 
As one to do the best for both of us. 
For all, for England. 

Wold. Fear not, then ; bear thou up : I '11 do my work. 
And soon be back to thee ; then will I dwell in peace 
With my own wedded wife. 

Lady Mer. My blessing go with thee ! 

Wold. ^ Amen, good lass ! 

[Wold kisses her and departs. 

Enter Blanche. 
Lady Mer. Blanche ! Blanche I 

Enter a Servant xoith a letter — Lady Mervyn reads it. 
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Lady Mer. We must to Bristol ; Lady Staines, 
3Ij aunt, is ill. 

Blanche. Is't safe to go ? She hates 
Wold, that you know, with all the old family hatred, 
Made yenomous hy age. Dunley she loves. 
And urges you to marry him. She 'U do you 
Some evil thing, sooner than see you Wold's. 

Lady Mer, Aren't we in England ? Here do I take my stand 
On my prerogative as a British lady : 
What can they do to me ? What dare they do ? 
But all this casting up of possible danger 
Is away from the point of duty. This I know. 
And this alone, just now, — ^my aunt is sick. 
And I am bound to wait on her. We go 
To Bristol straight : Gome let 's prepare. Ah ! Blanche, 
I 've parted here with Wold : He 's gone from us 
To civil war : That way lies all my fear ! [JSxeunt. 

SCENE IV.— ^ Court at Dunley Tower. 

Enter Lord Dunley and Zebra, meeting. 

Dun, By the whiteness of your nostril, 
Dilating so, you Ve done it ? 

Zeh. There he hangs ! 

Dun. Varlet ! he come betwixt my King and me. 
Handling my name so ! 

Zeh. 'Twas a devil, though, 

For fighting : Two of our fellows he struck dead, 
Ere we could master him. But at last we noosed him. 
And tucked him up — ^hang there. Sir Hugh de Valma ! 
On the King's Oak we did it, 
By way o' poetic justice, for insulting 
His Sovereign so. Good my Lord, what a rush 
We *11 have for the cord that strung him ! In this land 
Of Monster- worship, I could sell the twopenny twine, 
Inch by inch, for red gold, as if it were 
The tie o' the periwig of Prester John. 
Our Liege is gone ? 

Dun. Yes. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess, (giving letters to Lord Dunley). These in haste, my Lord, 
From the Duke of York. {The Messenger retires. 

f Lord Dunley reads the letters. 

Dun. Here *s news ! Wait me here. Zebra. 

Where is the bearer ? {Exit Dunley. 

Zeh, Now, then, if Martin 
(Who 's too shrewd and unscrupulous not to catch 
My hint, and act on 't) has told Wold Hugh's hanging 
AViis Richard's work, his heart 's torn from his King 
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For evermore. We Ve "Wold thus. He 's at once 

Either a rebel — in which case we '11 quell him, 

And cut him off — or a caged, pining dullard, 

Anything but a bridegroom lusty and joyous. 

I *d give a coin or two to see our mighty Wold 

Creeping forth in disguise, cutting me down 

Dear dangling Hugh with his own Ambling fingers. 

And when King Richard learns (we '11 take good care 

He learn it) how the zeal — 

Bash he may call it ; still — the loyal zeal 

Of his own partisans dealt v«dth Wold's friend, 

Haltering him so, he 'U feel and know at once 

That he can hold no farther terms with Wold, 

Except as foe with foe — ^foes to the death. 

And thus they never can be reconciled. 

That 's one main point provided for. 

And now for Philip De Valma : — Where he is 

Precisely, I don't know : I think in Bristol, 

From what I *ve heard. He '11 find me out ; 

Down on me full he '11 fling himself, the moment 

He hears of this same hanging. 

'Twill make him scream like a woman, he so doted 

On brother Hugh. I '11 manage him, however : 

I think I can. What if I make this job 

Tell farther against Wold, by turning on his head 

Good Doctor Philip De Yalma's vials of wrath ? 

Re-enter Lord Dunley. 

Dun. Guess what 's astir ? 

Zeh, My Lord*s heart 's in his face : 

Evil to Richard, then ? 

Dun. That at the least. 

Here 's Hereford back on England — ^fairly landed ; 
And all the people flocking in to him. 

Zeh, The King away the while : Hot work for us, then ! 
. Dun, Zebra, dis game of ours, as touching Wold, 
Looks not so well now. 

Zeh, Ay, but Madam Mother 

Will keep him right, I trow. 

Dun, He *s Hereford's fiiend ; 

Depend upon 't, he '11 move. 

Zeh, Faith then, we '11 have 

A terrible pother : He 's an outer wheel. 
Heavy, and black, and slow ; but what a world 
Of clattering powers within, annexed to him. 
His slightest move sets on ! 

The more, my Lord, let 's ride ! Our instant hearts, 
As well as our heels, be armed with spurs, to strike 
Bloody spots into enterprise ! We join 
Our troops, of course ? 
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Dun. Our horses, there ! Yes, yes. 

Enter Martin. 

Mar. The land 's a-blaze. Wold 's out against the King. 

Dun, Lord Wold, you mean ? We gue^ed as much. 

Mar. God speed you ! 

I must back straight. 

Zeh. You understood my hint ? 

Mar. And made it tell on him : Too well, perhaps. 
You may think now. 

Dun. A word with you as you go. {_Exeunt. 

SCENE Y.— Before Linwood House. 

Black Marjory. 

Mary. Oh ! evil days ! Thomas of Wold, what 's this 
They say of thee ? Who could have dreamt of this ? 
The more, however, let us rally round 
That ever faithful woman, his great mother. 
I trust my brother John has got to Wold 
Safely with his small band : They're young, but true : 
They '11 help her garrison. 

Enter Hastings. 

Hast. Hide me, good maiden. 

And save my life. 

Mary. Which side are you upon ? 

Hast. Henry's. My name is Hastings. We were fighting 
With some of Richard's friends. A fresh large force 
Came down on us with great odds. They overwhelmed us. 
No shame that a small remnant of our troop 
Drew off for safety singly. I, their leader, 
Am chased with special fury. Will you hide me ? 
If not, I stand at bay here. 

Mary. You 're my foe ; 

But I '11 not let you die : Follow me quick ; 
I hear your hot pursuers. \\Eaeunt. 

Enter Soldiers in pursuit of Hastings. 

1st Sold. This way came he ; 

I heard him on before me. 

2d Sold. This is the last place 

On earth for him to turn to. 

1^^ Sold. He mayn't know, 

As we do, who dwells here. 

3d Sold. There 's nobody here 
To have seen him. Let 's hold on. 

Enter Black Marjory. 
MarJ. What is 't, good soldiers? 
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1st Sold. Friends, servants, neighbours, out with them, as many 
As you can muster. Lady. Not a path 
But they and we must try. We 're after Hastings. 
He has slain young John of Linwood, your brave brother. 
He fled this way. 

Marj. Go ; I 'U watch here myself. \\Exeunt the Soldiers. 

Oh ! my prophetic heart ! when I was pushing 
The gallant boy to go and stand by Wold, 
Deserted of its own, I had a strange 
Blind fear that I was thrusting him on death. 
Death it has been. 1 11 go and seek his body.' 
But here 's some dirge : Ah me ! what do I see ! 

Bnter the Loyal Harper — a blind old man, led hy his daughter 
Rachel, and playing a lament for the dead. CiAHToy follows^ bear- 
ing in his arms the dead body of the Master of Linwood. Marjory 
advances and kisses her dead brother. 

My John ! Where are his woimds ? 

Clint. Look here, my child ; 

All through the breast. 

Mary. 'Tis well. He has died young ; 

But in the right way. Happy they who die thus ! 
Here am I left alone, an orphan thing, 
Sisterless, brotherless ! 

Clint. Hastings cut him off. 
That rebel-traitor, by the Lord of Wold 
Despatched, was spurring with a troop to seize 
Wold Castle at once, and keep the Duchess prisoner 
(This I have learnt from one o' their woimded men) ; 
Young John struck in before him, nfear Wold gate. 
And turned upon him fiercely ; but the rebels. 
Outnumbering fer, havocked the loyalists. I 
Came up with a strong squadron, and reversed 
The affair. 

Marj. Give me his head : Let 's bear him in. 

\The party go into the hottse mth the dead body. 

SCENE VI.— -4 Court in Wold Castle. 

The Duchess op Wold and Oldthorn. 

Troops are seen drawn up behind. 

Duch. May we count on those volunteers ? 

Old. They 're promised us 

By Chayr : He's steel : They'll come. 

Du4ih. I trust they 're not raw boys ; 

Lithe, fast-grown novices, unstiffened by deeds ; 
Mere gristles of service ? 

Old. For the Old Boar's sake. 

The best of our yeomen wiU be proud to man 
These walls. 
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Duch, Get them in, then. We 11 be sieged forthmth. 
What stores have we ? 

Old. A month's. 

Duch. See you get more, 

That we may hold it out. 

Enter Dr Rowth. 

How goes it. Father ? 

Dr Rowth. Ill for the King. Too well for Hereford : 
He 's Lancaster now, and will be more anon. 
Terrible things for 1dm has Lord Wold done. 
Riding from sea to sea, quelling down alL 

Duch. Where 's Richard ? 

Dr Rowth. Still in L'eland. Lionel Chayr 

(Sir Lionel now, for York has knighted him) 
Is the only man worth naming in his cause. 
The other day — a mere wild dip of a lad. 
To-day — ^more than a man. 
This unexpected and thrice-yaliant youth. 
Loyal and true, what deeds has he not done ! 
But all in yain : The Kingdom 's ta'en from Richard, 
And given imto another. 

Duch. That a son of mine, 

Come out of mine own body, should ride o'er 
His King's discrowned head ! But I 'm to blame : 
Why did I let him hence ? Why didn't I seize — 
Chain — slay him even, rather thaii this ? Captain, 
Draw off your men to their respective stations. 
They look right well. [^Oldthorn marches of the troops* 

Dr Rowth, Even were our King deposed, 
The throne by right's not Lancaster's. 

Duch. Twere countenance to rebellion 

To care one jot for that : If Principle 
Go down on its knees even once, and do obeisance 
To Accident, let it down all : The excess of wrong 
Is better for us, when reaction comes. 
Than moderation. 

Yet is this sorry work. England shall ;pay for this 
With blood some future day, when Right reviving 
Shall war back upon Might enthroned in 
The now usurping Lancaster. 
In other lands, too, and in other times. 
Ruffians led on by the rash lurid light 
Enkindled here in Wold, and held aloft 
By her lost son to files of future traitors, 
(V\roe 's me, that I should say it !) shall enact 
This same work o'er again. 

Even where such rebels fail, the attempt and failure 
Are mischievous thus : — ^The lawfril King, triumphant. 
Flushed o'er his foes, riding high-hauded back 
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Upon the reflux of the public heart, 

Grows insolent and oppressive, feared and hated ; 

And the Throne suflPers thus. 

Dr Bowth. Do you think. Madam, 

Richard may thus come back ? 

Duck, No. But we 're bound 

So much the more to struggle to the death 
Against the rebels. 
When revolutionary changes come, 
If come tjiey must, be it with much sore travail — 
Pangs, throes, exhaustion, that so men may dread 
And shun the like in future. 
That son of mine, would he were in my power ! 
I 'd do a judgment on him to make earth 
Pause, ere it dared to touch the Lord's anointed. [JSxeunU 

SCENE YII. — A Vault in Linwood Home. Hastings w dimlj/ 

seen in it. 

Enter Black Marjory. 

Marj. The way 's now clear for you. You Ve slain my brother. 
Yet go. 

Hast, I knew not this. I go in silence. 
Not even daring, with bowed head, to thank you 
For your great faith and goodness. ]JSxeunt. 

SCENE VIII. — A Court before Barracks in Bristol 

Michael Zebra. 

Zeh. Save you. Sirs, in Bristol ! Here we are ! Small thanks I '11 
get for all this. After hunting us like partridges over those Welsh 
hills, here has that fellow ViTold fairly fixed us at last. Ay, ay, the 
days of siege and of thin cakes are come. Joiners with fustian sleeves 
and square paper caps are going all about smelling an order of coffins 
in the wind : And out comes the rule from the sUt on the thigh to 
take measure o' your body. Cousin Mervyn 's here ; and her aunt, 
Lady Staines, is all our own. Dunley might make something of that, 
but he can't be screwed up to the doing point. As for poor Richard, 
though he *s at hand with twenty thousand men from Ireland, he '11 
melt away like a snail in the sun of Lancaster : He was not bom to 
raise sieges. His style of reigning won't do : Every thing 's hollow — 
false — a Lie. The overblown bubble must burst ; and hence Revo- 
lution, which is just the crack of an exploded Lie. Were I Wold 
now (for he has been scurvily used), I 'd away with this Kingship for 
ever : I 'd have everything down to the old turnip-eating plainness of 
my own Roman grandfathers : No plaited folds of favour, crimped 
and goffered by Ceremony, should be left to hide minions and panders 
in : No curled, scented viUain should live on the stark naked level of 
the iron shield to which I would bring down all things. Meanwhile, go 

E 
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it, my masters, as you will ! Revel it, riot it ! Your confusion 's my 
element ! But I must to Dunley, and keep him up with hopes of the 
King. We must lacker our fronts with daring, and hold out. 

Enter Philip Db Valma. 

Phil. Hanged ! hanged ! 
Yet hold ! O ! stay ! Is 't not a dream ? Let 's try. 

\_H0 pricks his hand with a lancet. 
There 's the Wood, then ; and my poor brother s hanged ! 
Dead, dead, dead, dead ! 

Look out : Troops going here, troops going there. 
In dreadful pageantry and far procession, 
Shake the embattled land ; and he the while 
Hanged like a dog, as if War's deeds and pomp 
Were not for him ! 

Yonder old beggar now, crooked and palsied. 
Shaking all o'er with tatters, filth, and yermin, 
And blear with rheum, look at him how he jerks 
His red, raw, ulcerous, mortified pin of an arm. 
Out of its linen bandage, tetter-stained, 
Into the faces of the passers-by. 
Chiefly if pregnant women, to enforce 
Alms by disgust and fear : why he, Jand such as he. 
Why reptile things, the idlest and most loathed, 
Should be let live, ay, should be Hving now ; 
And he be done to death, O ! he so beautif\il, 
So brave, so good, can any tell me why ? 
Beason and Justice, now. Pity and Love, 
What should my poor. Hugh's murder mean ? God, tell me ! 
But let me be a man. 

Where are we at ? Let 's see. Here I 'm shut in ; 
And Thomas of Wold s without, out of my reach. 
Ah ! me, should he escape me ! 
How oft I might have smote him ! Nay, how oft 
I 've touched his naked sleeping throat, in token 
I had him sure ; and yet forbore, as if 
I dallied in the luxury of my purpose ! 
Had he been always in my power, perhaps 
I ne'er had done 't ; but the fear now to lose him 
Summons up all my heart to set on him. 
Would I were near him now ! I 've been a fool. 
What boots it that my mind still runs upon 
The bloody footsteps of things done of old. 
Back, and far back away. 
Tracking them like a sleuth-hoxmd, and I see 
The gridy shadows of my ancestors 
Waving me to revenge, and every night 
My mother's pale and ineffectual ghost ? 
They 've not yet stirred me up to do the deed. 
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Be- enter Zebra. 

Zeb, Philip De Valma here ! ' Have you, by any chance, 
Seen my Lord Dunley ? 

Phil. Villain ! Oh, villain ! [Grappling him. 

If 'twas you did it ! If you knew o't, even ! 

Zeb, Are you drunk ? mad ? or both ? You 've drugged yourself 
"With some of your insane liquors, eh ? 

What would you, then ? What mean you ? Pray, don't gasp so, 
Nor look so black i' the face. In Christian breath, 
What is 't ? 

Phil. My brother ! Hanged ! 

Zeb. Soho! that 'sit? 

Very well, then, stand off. So now, can you imagine, 
Even in the faintest shadow of suspicion, 
That I would slay my own young countryman. 
In such a way, too ; or be privy to 't ? 
Am I that villain, eh, damned beyond fire ? 
Here 's my bare breast — strike, and strike home, De Valma, 
If you would kill your friend ! 

Phil. Who did it, then ? 

Zeb. Wold. 

Phil, No : He loved the lad : He *s forth to avenge him. 

Zeb. All very pretty ! True, he did not tuck him up 
With his own hands 

Phil. Oh! 

Zeb. I forbear. But mark : — 

Wold in a cowardly way sent your poor brother 
To brave the King, fearing to go himself : 
What call you that ? Granted, it was a set 
O' the King's own grooms, time-serving, meddling varlets. 
Who basely thinking it would please their master. 
Followed and hanged Sir Hugh : That *s not denied. 
But who set on the mischief ? Was 't not Wold ? 

Phil. I knew not this before. 

Zeb. You know it now. 

As for the King and Dunley, need I tell you 
How much they 're grieved at such a knight's mean death ? 

Phil. I *11 give lum vengeance ! O ! my treasured vengeance 
Is doubly sacred now : Tis due to him, 
As to the elder manes of our house. 
Boy ! boy ! 

You made a laggard of me ; but you 're now 
A scourge of knotted scorpions to whip up 
My tarrying purpose. So.! I '11 have him yet ! 

Zeb. Whom ? Ah ! I see. Philip, you don't love Wold ? 
You meditate mischief there ? 

Phil. How know you that ? 

Zeb. I 've noted your strange eagerness around him. 
But why not strike at once ? Strike, and be done wi't ! 
Be a man even in that ; and not Wold's weasel, 
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Hanging for ever at his jugular vein. 

Look ! in the waving of a midnight curtain, 

I *d do it thus — 'tis done ! But come now, tell me 

Why you hate Wold. I hate him too. I '11 help you. 

Phil, You shan't. He 's all mine own. 

Zeh. Ho, ho ! you Ve ta'en 

Caveat and patent out ? You *re the sole patentee 
Of The True Bloody Drops ? They 're your monopoly ? 
Very well, man, don't tremhle so, don't look 
So eager jealous ; I '11 not touch your Wold, 
I swear I won't. 

Phil, My fathers were of Ireland. 
There warred and ruled The Old Boar of Wold — ^his sires 
Had done 't hefore him cruelly. He hmnbled 
Our ancient house. My sire worst grieved to have raised 
His folk in vain for freedom — for the Boar 
Quelled them, and sunk their heads in blood and fire — 
Slew himself in his pride. The stranger got our lands. 
My mother fled to her native Italy 
With her two boys, Hugh and myself; and there 
We took her name on us. She died heart-broken, 
Leaving us in the city of her birth. 

There we grew up to men. That earthquake shook it down. 
My brother and myself escaped to the open country. 
You joined us there. By your advice and guidance. 
As you well know, onward to France we came. 
And who but Wold was there, last of his line ? 

! rare for me ! 

He knew us not. I got his ear. I fixed me. 
As his troops' mediciner, near his helpless sleep. 

1 might have smote him, might have drowned his heart 
With lethargies, or simply touched his lips 

With subtle drops — and let Death wipe his beard ! 

Or with rare skill, in many other ways. 

Drawn the ghost out of him ; but somehow 'twas too easy. 

And so I did not do it. More than this. 

Purely to kill him was not all I wished : 

I wished his heart to bear and feel the load 

Of retribution for ancestral crimes 

Coming down heavy on his life and house. 

With a long dark fall out of the times of old. 

My scheme was not full-shaped, when my poor Hugh 

Began to puzzle me in 't : He knew it not ; 

He knew not even the history of our house. 

So knew no cause to hate the Lord of Wold : 

I kept the matter hid from him ; I took it 

Wholly upon myself, keeping his young soul clear. 

Well then, his gallant spirit won the heart 

Of Wold, and they grew friends. So what must I do now ? 

Sorely perplexed was I. 
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Twas there and then you left us, following Dunley. 

The war ceased. We came o'er to England. Hugh 

Went with Lord Wold to Wold. Hither I came 

To see a noted sage ; pleased with my zeal, 

He let me to his furnace, to deep things. 

War rose in England. Forth I went to join 

Wold and my brother. Hugh was hanged ! Back hither — 

Wherefore or how I know not ; it might be 

In some instinctiye yearning for vain help — 

It seems, I came : When consciousness returned, 

I found me here i' the alchemist's laboratory. 

Zebra, Oh ! Zebra, I am stricken sore ! 

I knew it would be thus ! Every night, in my dreams, 

I heard afar the harsh and mournful music 

Of trumpets wail for blood ; 

And every houj "Voices were in mine ear 

Crying, " Prepare, and sweep thy house, this night 

Death is thy Guest." He perished so — my brother ! 

Hanged like a felon — Oh ! that dear young lad ! 

And Wold, he was the cause ; 

For he exposed him rashly. But my heart 

And hands are now made clear, and I can do it ! » 

I '11 do it now ! Quick, let me forth to do it ! 

Zeh. Think of thy father, man, and cut his throat. 
'Twill serve me too. 

Ph.il. You shall not have one jot 
Of what I do : Round and entire, the thing 
Belongs to our house alone. 

Zeh, Well, see you do it. 

And there 's an end. And when this toy o' the heart, 
This pretty heir-loom of ancestral quarrels. 
Is safe and snug to your mind, come then to me. 
And you shall have the patronage o' the King 
To help your quests of knowledge. 

PML Serve you him ? 

I never heard of this. 

Zeh. Who thought you had ? 
When not i' the stars, with dim-eyed bearded Magi ; 
Or not i' the molten pot ; or not i' the wine-cup. 
With transcendental wassailers sublime, — 
Your down-weighed heart, like a deep-laden waggon. 
Weighed down with old black things, moves groaning on, 
Heavily, slowly, groaning on, i' the deep 
And narrow ruts of your progenitors. 
Ploughed up by their inveterate wheels of usage. 
And never mended since. Do but use, man. 
Thine eyes, and see what a brave world 's around thee. 
With men and women in 't. But now, good Philip, 
We must to work. I '11 let thee out. Come on ; 
And as we go, I '11 shew thee how Wold stands 
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In Dunley's way, therefore in jours : So you 
Must take him off: All our plans thus go well. 

Phil, He shall die childless, and his house die with him. 
Have you the keys ? 

Zeh, The gates are at my nod. ^Exeunt, 

SCENE IK.— The Camp of the Bene^ers, outside Bristol. 

Lord Wold and Hastings. 

Wold. Now then we Ve Dunley penned ! 

Hast. All 'a ready for the assault 

Wold. Let no man slay him. Take him aliye. I ve laid it 
On all our captains, and on all our men. 
That this he done. I '11 hring him to the lists. 
Fair play I *11 give him there ; but, face to fece, 
I '11 shrive him there, for that he lied against me. 
But ah ! my bride 's in the city ; that I like not : 
He 's desperate, and may do her harm, were 't but to thwart me. 
How think you ? Dare he do *t ? 

Hast. Let 's strike the stroke at once, 
Nor give him time for 't 

Wold. Lancaster comes on. 
He can 't be far from Bristol now. 
We must forestall him : We must take the town 
Ourselves, and have the praise o't. 
This, too, demands all haste. 

[_Exeunt. And the trumpets are heard sounding 
to the onset. 

Enter Philip De Valma. 

Phil. Look at him how he goes ! 
Yet ill at ease, and Ukely to be worse ! 
My Wold ! 

What a tumultuous liking I have for him. 
Almost to trembling ; for I feel him mine, 
Hedged round for me, sealed, set apart for me. 
For none but me ! — How shall I go about it ? 
To come upon his sleep, and do the deed 
Upon the dark undialled hour of midnight ; 
Or fell his haughty forehead to the ground. 
In the broad eye of day — either were goodL 
I '11 think o't to a hair. 

God rest thee, my poor boy ! Well, I must thank him. 
That he did hide thee in the gracious earth 
From homy ravens and death-smelling vultures, 
And creatures crying in the stony desert 
To tear and eat : No hungry cruel thing 
Mangled thy comely body. But thou 'rt gone 
From this dead heart of mine with all thy love ! 

[_Exit. 
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SCENE X.— Outside the Walls of Bristol. 

The assault is going on. Dunley with a party of salliers is fight- 
ing outside one of the open gates. Wold is leading the attaxik against 
him ; and seeing Dunley^ he strikes men down right and left to get 
at him. Dunley^ observing Wold at hand^ retreats within the gate^ 
his men following him. 

Wold. Turn thee, false knight ! 
[] Wold and his men pursue the fugitives within the gate. A 
few minutes thereafter^ Wold is seen above on the walls^ 
tearing down the standard of Richard^ and hoisting that of 
Lancaster in its stead. His men shout from the walls. 
Martial mtisic is heard without^ and near. Henry of Lan- 
coaster comes on with his forces^ and^ amidst waving and 
cheering from the walls^ is seen entering the gates of the city. 

ACT III. 

SCENE I.~The Mouth of Afras Cave. 

Afra with her harp. 

Afra. My task is done : 
I circle "Wold no more : The tail of the Curse 
Is hent round, and made fast in its own mouth. 
Like the emblem Serpent of Eternity. 
Look in, ye sons of men ! 
Wold 's in my Ring of Doom. Mervyn, 
With all the bleeding strings of her derivative life, 
Has hold far back upon the loins of Kings, 
Out of the which she came ; but she 's in too, 
And so must perish with him : 
So strong are the weird words uttered o'er Wold, 
Whoso is knit to him must perish with him. 
Yet wo for those two children ! 

Heart to heart, hand in hand, see the twain going down ! 
Look down : Oh ! what a depth they re down already, 
Far down the steep of shadows, to the dark 
And swift-flowing ferry of sorrows ! 
Hark ! how the virgin shrieks — they can't get o'er, 
They can't get back ! See, the flood has them in ; 
It sweeps them off away, down to the wastes of nothing ! 
O ! Child of Mervyn, had I borne thee. 
Suppled thee, swaddled thee, suckled thee, not dearer 
Coidd'st thou have been to me I I see her yet ! 
Horror ! Oh ! horror ! God of the old mercies, 
Bind these hot eyes of mine — take a moist cloud 
Of thy much-weeping heavens, and seal them up. 
That they may see no more ! So, so ! I '11 look no more. 
The Doom is doomed. 
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Yet stay it, Powers, awhile ! First, let Wold do 

Mj wish on England ! O ! ye Powers of Retribution, 

Remember Wales ! make him your minister ; 

Speed, speed his work — rebellion, blood, confusion ! 

Smite the Throne, like a potsherd ! Be the name 

Of King a bygone dream ! And may the people 

At once be beasts of prey and beasts of burden ! 

All this is in my Ring : I '11 see it done, 

Before I die. []Afra goes into her cave, 

SCENE II. — Innde the Walls of Bristol. Clinton's head is seen 
upon a pole on the wall. Black Marjory sits below on the 
ground. 

Enter Hastings. 

Hast. A black little maiden, they say, sits on the ground, 
Night after night here, watching Clinton s head. 
It must be Marjory of Linwood. Yes ; 
There she is. 

Two soldiers pass over, 

\st Sold. Here still ? Hence, ill-fayoured witch ! 

[J^ffers to strike Marjory. 

Hast, (advancing and interrupting the blow). Shall we be beasts 
or men ? This is the might 
Of womanhood, faithful to the death. Her sorrow 
Be sacred here. Let nature have its way. 
Let her alone, I charge you. 

1^^ Sold. As you will. 

But sitting thus she mores the people's hearts 
O' the town against us, Captain. ^Exeunt the soldiers. 

Marj. Thank you, Hastings. 

Hast. Even in this stress of life, the poor thing knows me. 
Lady, I know you well, as well I may. 
Friend to friend, speak to me : I 'm here to help you. 
In my turn, if I can : I' d lay my head 
Down to the death for you. 

Marj. My brother and I 

Were orphan children. O'er our waning house 
Clinton, our father's friend, a guardian stood. 
Beyond a parent's love. I, thus his daughter. 
Was bound to be with him in his last moments : 
For — Oh, shame ! hide your faces ! — ^he you call 
Your King, murders our honourable men 
Ta'en in war, for no crime, but^being found 
Faithful to Richard, their liege lord anointed ! 
Three nights I 've sat here under Clinton's head. 
Keeping away from him the birds of air. 
And cruel thmgs irreverent. My watch 
Is drawing to an end. The grey of dawn 
Must be i' the east. All's quiet here (rising) : No one 
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Is near us now : Spring up, if you would help me, 
And, if you fear not the majestic frown 
Of his high face upon rehelHous England, 
Bring me down Clinton s head, that I may take 
And bury it with my fathers. 

[[Hastings climbs up, and with his sword cuts away the 
fastenings, and brings down the head. 

Hast Faithful one ! there it is. 

Marj, I thank you. Sir. 

Hast. How will you get it hence ? 

Marj. Leave that to me. 

I '11 hide till noon in the city, and then go. 
God's grace be with you ! 

{Exit Marjory with the head below her mantle. 

Hast. No man has the power 

To take that head from her. Courage and wisdom, 
Duty like hers is full of: She '11 not faint 
How she 's to get to Wales, let no man ask ; 
To Wales she '11 get. And when she comes 
To the free springs of her own mountain land, 
She '11 wash that bloody fece, and wipe it with 
The hairs of her head. Black is her face without, 
But her soul white within. I have not found 
A lass like her upon this stage of men. {Exit. 

SCENE III.— Be/ore the Gate of Bristol. 

Enter Lord Wold and Hastings, meeting. 

Wold. Well met, Hastings. GbUantly have you done 
That special piece of work. Let 's now hold on together. 
As heretofore. 

Hast. Gladly. The kingdom 's Henry's ? 

Wold. All, except Wold. Cities, and towns, and towers, 
All through the land are his ; all, except Wold. 
My mother still holds out. For her, or for myself. 
Favours I take not : she must stand the push, 
The same as others. To the death she'll stand it, 
And not give in — so great is she of heart. 
Oh ! Hastings, I have many thoughts for her ; 
God knows, how many ! I could go myself, 
And guide the siege and last assault against her. 
To see her gently used, when Wold does fell, 
As fall it must 

Hast. Would I had sped to seize 
Her castle and self, according to our scheme. 
When our war first broke out ! But for young Linwood, 
I had not failed. Richard 's in prison ? 

Wold. Ay: 

De Yalma is avenged ; England is free 
Of mischievous minions. 
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Hast Ha ! jou'ye reached him, then ? 

Wold. Dunley, you mean ? Not yet. Surely he bears 
A charmed life. How he escaped us here 
When we took Bristol, by what postern hole, 
In what disguise, I know not. Causing not 
To draw my breath in the city we had won. 
Out after him I rode. I 'ye hunted him 
Far and wide over Wales. I 've missed him still. 
He 's to some den forlorn, I know not where. 
There let him lurk and Ure — I mean, the while : 
1 11 find him yet. If not, this at least know we. 
He '11 plague the land no more. 

Hast, If that seven-league-boots villain, 

Outstripping abhorence. Zebra's with him still. 
They 11 back on us yet. What 's your next move, my Lord ? 

Wold, My troops are camped outside the dty wsJls ; 
And there we rest <he night. 
To-morrow I escort the Lady Mervyn 
Back, home. I '11 hover about Wold, and see 
What comes o' my mother. Were she saved and safe 
(Would she were !), down I lay my arms for ever ; 
For I am sick of blood : Then will I wed 
My virgin wife, and dwell in peace with her 
In our own home. — ^Aught stirring here in Bristol ? 

HasU No : The severe example Henry made 
Of Clinton, Bushy, and Green, ta'en in our siege. 
And done to deatiti by him, has awed the city. 
And kept it down. 

Wold. That act has shamed our war. 
'Twill lead to retribution, too, and plague 
The new-made King. Would I had been but here. 
To oppose it utterly !— Come, see our camp. \ExeunU 

SCENE TV.—Dunleff Tower. 

Lord Dunley and Michael Zebra. 

Dun. Speak not to me ! 
As if we were not mean life-loving vermin. 
Wold-hunted to our hole, thankftu to burrow here ; 
And he at laige the while — ^he. Wold — ^triumphan^ 
Marrying my chosen one ! Perdition ! 
Isn't that enough ? What would you more ? Come now, 
Word me no words, look me no confident looks, 
Till you're prepared to shew me-p-can you shew me 
How I may balk that marriage ? 

Zeh. Yes, methinks. 

Dun. Mere words of course. Where 's all your bragging now 
Of what the King would do when he came back 
From Ireland wim his host ? Where s that host now ? 
Where 's he himself? His twenty thousand men 
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Are last year's snow. He himself lies in prison, 
Kingdomless, hopeless. Can we give him hope, 
We with our skulkei^ our poor patch of serfs, 
Driven to our hiding here ? For the wroth people 
Would tear us limh hy limh as the misleaders 
Of Richard, had they us : And Wold, he sure, 
Will turn us out to them. 
A pretty way we 're in ! What shall we do ? 
Can Itdy's suhtlest soul answer me there ? 

Zeb. Stand at hay then. 

Dun. That's all ? So you confess 

Your shifts are ended now ? 

Zeb. Gfood night, my Lord ; 

I 'U do 't then. 

Dun, Hang yourself? 

Zeb. Bring Lady Mervyn hither. 

Having her here, we have a hank o'er Wold, 
Should he with hold effirontery dare to siege us. 
Whilst his own mother's holding out hard hy 
r the self-same cause as we. 
Let him come on, we'll set his bride of Mervyn 
Betwixt him and our lives. 

Dun, Ay, hut the shame o't 

In these our knightly days ! 

Zeb. Not so, my Lord. 

We '11 do it quickly. 

Dun, How ? 

Zeb. Through Lady Staines. 

We 11 make it simply seem that she has put 
Her niece in your hands, in these distracted times, 
As her next kinsman, to prevent that marriage 
With a marked traitor. Lady Mervyn 's young, 
And there 's the di^ty of guardianship 
In what you do. But wouldn't you stay, my Lord, 
That wedding at all hazards ? 

Dun. Bring her, then ; 

I Tl hum her with me in my tower, sooner 
Than let her &11 into Wold's hands again. 
We 've stuff to stand a siege ; but, let Wold press us, 
And she and I perish together. Bring her. 

Zeb. Press us he won t, she being in our power. 
What then ? The new-made King 's too poHtic 
To push you hard : He '11 offer you fair terms, 
Depend on that. And when the people see 
Hichard's cause fairly done, they '11 sympathize 
Where they before were angry, ay, and give us 
Bespect, instead of tearing us to pieces. 
And love to boot. So we '11 come well off yet. 
Let 's have the lady here, and bide our time. 
Let 's only get her hither. 
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Dun. Why yes, Only ; 
There 's much in that. 

Zeh. I '11 try 't. 

Bun. Try't! is that all? 

Zeh. Good, my Lord, you should wonder at my means 
And ingenuity to do 't, and flatter 
My art, piquing it on to execution ; 
And so forth. Nathless, with your Lordship's leaye. 
Good night! 

Dun. See you don't hurt her. 

Zeh. Why should I ? 

Isn't she yours, my Lord ? \JSxeunt severally. 

SCENE v.— ^ Court in Wold Castle. 

The Duchess op Wold. 

Duck. The disarranged world of dreams. 
With all its huddled rack of fantasies. 
And topsy-turry troubles, cannot shew us 
Anything stranger than this actual day. 
Bichard deposed ; Hereford all but crowned ; 
And thorough all the realm thick crops of jealousies. 
Hate, strife, blood, anarchy ! Eyen the Faith, 
The one true Faith, 

Has lost its hold of men : Pestilent teachers. 
Of no succession, and unconsecrate. 
Scorning the Church's statutory furrows. 
Sow their opinions broadcast o'er the land. 
With torment-pointed threatenings harrowing in 
The wild strange seed, seed in its after harvest 
To fill the Arch-enemy's gamers. 
What wonder that the sympathetic heavens. 
Coping this isle of mischief and of sorrow. 
Hood us with prodigies ? 

Two suns were seen at once ; black dews have fallen ; 
And warning voices have been heard i' the air ; 
The comet's unblest beard hangs in our skies ; 
The stars are quenched i' the glare of fiery meteors ; 
The vestal moon, lawlessly red and fierce. 
Reels as if dnmk with blood : These signs portend 
Worse things to hap ; for out of holes o' the earth 
Come lean-feced prophets, never seen before. 
And read them so, whispering of chance and change. 
The fall and death of kings. 

Enter Oldthorn. 

You've managed to commimicate with Chayr ? 
Old. He has been here himself under our walls. 
Duck. Himself? 
Old. Disguised. 
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Duch. Was 't safe ? 

Old. Scarce. 

Duck. WeU ? 

Old. To-morrow, 

At four i* the afternoon, we sally out, 
When the besiegers dream of no such move. 
Chayr hears our trumpets ; down he comes on them too ; 
Together, well beat them off. 

Duck. Let this thought nerve our arms, — 

One thorough rally here may yet re-act 
Through all the land ; enough, at least, to shame 
The traitors, shake the usurper, get new terms 
For Richard, new and better ; and hereafter. 
If not now, work to set him up again 
Upon his sovereign seat. This on our hearts, 
Rushing let 's out on them ! What pith have we left ? 

Old, That luckless fire licked up so much of our stores. 
We 've been on third allowance ; our men, thus, 
Are somewhat faint. Hopes of deliverance 
May help them on. We '11 do the best we can. 

Duck. I Ve great faith in young Chayr. Where did you meet ? 

Old. Down in the trees, west of the Castle : there 
He trysted me. Forgive me that I spared 
Your anxious hours, and told you not beforehand. 

Duch. I hope he'll pass unchallenged (hoTdng over the wall J. 
What's yon stir? 
Our foes are out o' their camp. 

Old. I don't like that. 

Dtich. Rash man, to come himself! We'll see them better 
From off this turret [Eaeunt. 

Enter Martin. 

Mar. Head to head, there they stand — me still left out ! Had 
that fire of mine but done its duty on Madam's commissariat, her 
haughty head had been down ere now. I '11 bring it down, though ! 
Good now, your Grace — ^tum and defer to the worm-eaten remnant ! 
Wait on his will ! So ! I must duck to the old simpleton, must I ? 
I 'm to watch and starve here under him, forsooth ? 

Enter Dr Rowth. 

Dr Rowth. What cheer. Lieutenant ? 

Mar. Had my mother been a chameleon, you might have asked. 
Cheer ? Why, here 's the hopeless morning upon us, after we have 
watched and fitted the night, as wont. But our garrison won't mu* 
tiny, that's flat : They're past that vigorous sort of thing now. 

Dr Rowth. Her Grace, and yonder old man, God be with them ! 
No sleep for them, caring for us all ! And for food, just half the 
allowance of the rest of us, small though it be ! Ana yet, look at 
them ; not one jot thinner are they since the first day of the siege ! 
Thus the moral mind helps the firail body. 
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Mar. A private key to the larder may be the marrow of the 
miracle. As for our worthy Captain, how can age or famine show in 
the confluent gnarled scoriae of that fiice ? Anything short of a grind- 
stone could not bring it down : Jove's bolt could not rive it : My 
lady's work-table top is made of the same elm knot. 

Dr Bowth, Learn reverence young man. He 's old-&shioned 
and tenacious of discipline ; but stout-hearted in war, and quiet in 
peace. 

Mar. Her Grace, look you, is giving him orders now. It re- 
minds one of the prophecy, — 

**^m\fiXi 0t)HHin)i0 t!)fi ttttnd)efm f)0l^/' 
and so forth — ^you know how it runs ? 

Dr Bowtk. Well? 

Mar. I could put Merlin in the old almanac. 

Dr Bowtk. How? 

Mar. Let her Grace just give up the truncheon to her son, and 
the thing 's done. 

Dr Bowtk. That were a silly shrinking from the duties of life. 

Mar. She opposes her son's marriage on some old unchristian plea 
of ancestral dislike ; is that her duty, pray ? For look you. Reverend 
Father : — If those ancestors of hers be in Heaven, why then they must 
be ashamed and sorry for their earthly feuds. K in that Other Place, 
then are they devils of sulphur, and their opinion's not worth mind- 
ing. Isn't that what you call a dilemma, Doctor? Ay, and not 
quite a mulled Galloway stot ? It be pretty stiff in the horns, I trow. 
Either of them might toss the weightiest, soundest divine, eh ? But 
what 's in the wind, now ? Here 's a muster of the moi-diadows. 

[Exit Martin. 

Dr Bowtk. What brought this fly into our pot of ointment ? I 
did not think such a spirit could have breathed in Wold. There 's a 
desperate gleam in his eyes, too, besides their envious cunning. 

{\Exit. 

SCENE VI. — A Boeky Glen in a Wood. 'RkcSEL^gatkering wild 
8trawherrie9. 

Enter Sir Lionel Chayr, disguised^ and in great kaste. 

Ckayr (lutening). The enemy 's after me still — ^what could have 
roused him ? Ha ! there 's the cracking of dry twigs, too, at the head 
of the glen, before me. Some of them have got round upon me. 
Here 's a natural cave of the rock ; I '11 bestow me here a while. But 
what have we now ? (observing Rachel J. A woodland creature 
with her eye upon me. Come hither, damseL 

^Rachbl advances to kirn. Chayr takes ker hy tke curls 
witk hotk kis kands. 
Look me fidl in the face — are you true ? 

Back. I hope so* 

Ckayr. Do you know me ? 

Back. No. 

Ckayr. I am Sir Lionel Chayr in disguise, one of King Richard's 
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captains. The King's foes are out after me. My life is in your hand. 
Would you give me up to them for a price ? 

Bach, Trust me, pliant Sir, I would not do it. 

Chayr. What ! not betray me in these times ? You 're not in 
season, then. You'll not Hve long : You'll die young; you're such 
a rarity. 

Rack. O ! no, I would not do it. 

Chayr. By your heart in your young fece. No. I could trust you 
to the death. Here 's some brush of thistles and ivy (cutting them 
with his sword)* I'll into this cavemed diff, and you'll cover up 
the entrance neatly and naturally. Hold — don't smile, till I paint 
your face with these strawberries. 'Tis a sin to hide your innocent 
beauty ; but you must allow me — thus. 

\JE[e takes strawberries from the girVs basket^ and paints 
her face. 
Now, the impudent soldiery won't see how feir you are : The better 
for you in these defenceless woods. Moreover, they 'U take you for 
one weak of mind. Be so to them for the time, and parry their quest 
of me. Come back to me, when they 're fairly out o* the wood. 
Quick now, I hear them upon us. Cover me in, and then to your 
strawberry--gathering, with some simple song in your mouth. 

[]Chayb goes into the cave, Bachel covers the entrance of 
it ; and then retires out of sights singing. 

Enter Soldiers, 

Ist Sold. He came this way, surely. 

2d Sold. Look about among the rocks, here. He must be in 
some hole of hiding. Was 't Chayr ? 

1st Sold, No doubt of it. He does all the difficult work himself. 
A straggler from our camp saw him part from old Stockfish of the 
Castle, and gave the alarm. But here 's one may help us. Hither, 
sweetheart. 

JSnter Rachel singing^ with wild flowers in her hair. 

Ah ! the poor thing's wits are gone. But she 's enough of woman to 
paint her face, and deck her hair : The simplest of the sex knows the 
virtue of that, 

2d Sold, Come, lass, you know that strawberries make your 
cheeks pretty ; so you must know the value of white money. We 're 
after one of King H«iry's enemies. He 's a young man in disguise, 
and came this way. Do now, shew us where he is, and the Captain 
of the camp will fill your lap with crowns. 

Bach, Pal-M! Pal-lal ! 

2d Sold, (taking out a coin J, You know what that is ? 

EacL (proffering her basket of strawberries^ with a smile), 
Pal-lal! Pal-lal! 

1*^ Sgld, Very fair, my good wench. 

2d Sold, Nay, not exactly that sort of bargain. But would all 
our hucksters, and trucksters, and tommy-shopmen had as guileless 
arts of merchandise ! 
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8d Sold. Come, lads, she can't help us. We re losing time. 

£^Exeunt the Soldiers. 
Bachel listensy and looks all around. 

Bach. They 're £Edrlj gone. I 'U wash my fece in this runnel, 
and then bid lum come out. 

{She washes herface^ and takes the flowers out of her hair ; 
and then strips the weeds off the mouth of the cave. 
You may come forth. Sir, the soldiers are away. 

QChayr comes out. 

Chayr. I heard it all, maiden. You hare saved my life. Ah I 
you have washed your face, I see. Nay, blush not ; you are a wo- 
man, but a faithful one. 

Each. It became me to wait on the King s Captain giavely. 

Chayr. You must be my friend still. I dare not affiront you with 
money. Take this ring. Send it to me if ever you are in a strait ; 
and, if I m in England 1 11 come and help you. Ay, and you are 
not to many, without having me at your wedding. 

Maeh. We don't take gifts for doing simple duty ; but you're too 
high for me to refuse (tcJdng the rir^). 

Chayr. Who, in God's name, are you, child ; so homely are your 
weeds, yet you answer so discreedy in these perverse times ? 

Bach. Your servant and handmaid is the daughter of the blind 
old man with the dog and the harp, that begs by the way-side in these 
parts. But the Great Duchess, who washes the feet of the poor, loves 
my father, and keeps us all faithful. And, in token of our gratitude, 
he makes me gather every year a basket of wild strawberries and mush- 
rooms for her Grace of Wold. Who is to set free her gates, and let 
me in with them ? You, I think, Sir. Blind though he be, my father 
is true to his King, and has sung the deeds of young Sir Lionel Chayr. 
They call him The Loyal Harper. 

Chayr. I 've noted the grey harper. He has been 
A soldier in his youth — ^that I can see. 
The old fire 's there, as he stands up and holds. 
Steady, his sightless orbs against the day, 
Snuffing the battle. Loyal songs, too, he. 
Self-risking, casts, precious seed, on the hard 
And stony ground of this rebellious age. 
His King shall hear of him. Kiss me, my child. 
And wish me well for Richard's sake. [[Rachel kisses him. 

You hiave 
More reverence than felse modesty : You'll be 
A true wife. 

Bach, You may venture now from the wood. 

The God of Battles go with you, good Sir ! 

[[Chayr taJces off his bonnet to the girl^ as she retires. 

Chayr. Amen, sweet child of virtue ! 
The benediction of the unworldly Heavens 

Be on your good young head ! [Exit Rachel. 

And she a beggar's child ! The clack-dish catches coppers from hard 
hands ; yet is the mean vessel more to me just now than the Horn 
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of Plenty. More than with ruhies, if is running over with the im- 
mortal virtues. With the simple beggar's dish do I drink out of the 
wells of hope and life. Life and hope is there for England yet, when 
her very beggars are such. That poor woodland lass has sent me on 
my way rejoicing. [JSait Chayr. 

SCENE YII.— Wold's Camp outside of Bristol. 

Philip De Valma. 

Phil Wold lives ! Heart of hare I, 
Not to have smote ere now ! For aught I 've done, 
I might be thankful for a rat to gnaw 
The veins o' his neck. Ye Powers of outer night 
Aid me, for I am weak ! You, too, my Others, 
In your mailed sockets mouldering, I '11 not blush 
When I lie down amongst you ; so do ye 
Stand round about me now, and with your hate 
Against our enemy's house possess me wholly ! 
What must the scheme-work be ? Shape ye it out 
From the black lands of Wrath, and I will do it ! 

Enter Zebra, disguised, 

Zeh. The very man I sought ! But you 've not cut 
His throat yet, that I see. 

Phil. No. 

Zeb. Can't you play me 

The Spartan dog, once in your life ? 

Phil. I'Udo't. 

Zeh. Bite close and keen, and bark not ? 

Phil. I'Udo't yet. 

Zeh, Do what ? 

Phil. KiU him. 

Zeh. Tush! 

Phil. Isn't that what you want ? 

Z^. What serves 't to take mere life ? Were he despatched. 
You'd feel yourself a naked desolate being. 
Wanting an object. Let 's first kill his love. 
And wait the rest, after his heart has been 
Clean emptied out of joy : there's the thing for you ! 

Phil. Shew me the way o't then : Give me the means ; 
I Tl take it from you now. 

Zeh. For this I *ve sought thee. 

Disguised so 'neath night's hood. One point achieved, 
We pass from Eichard's service to King Harry's. 
I '11 manage that. Philip shall pass from Wold, 
And be the King's own man — ^lus man of metals, 
Starcraft, and so forth. 

Phil. Mock not the awfrd power 
To read the stars, the figures on the face 
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Of Fate's dark dial to the sons of men ; 

To Wisdom's eyes foreshewing war and famine, 

Pk^e, storm, and earthquake, and each stress of time. 

Zeb, A truce to the stars just now ; sare that we beg them 
To light us on our way, as we bear off 
Mervyn to Dunley. 

Phil Ha? 

Zeh. It must be done. 

Or you and I are nothing. Can you shew me 
Thomas of Wold's handwriting ? 

Phil Yes. 

Zeh. I '11 catch 

The trick o't to a hair : Leaye that to me : 
I have the faculty. The lady meant 
To start at mom for Mervyn, Wold himself 
Her guide and guard. Hark, boy, she starts to-night : 
You see it now ? We write her in Wold's name. 
Urging her forth to-night, here in his camp 
To wait the mom ; with reasons given why safety 
Demands this step, and why he— Wold himself — 
Can 't go into the town to have her forth. 
You bear the letter, second it, and bring her 
Out of the city ; there we pick her up, 
And straight with her to Dunley : I 've arranged 
All the details of that. What «ils you man ? 

Phil I who have loved all truth, am I to do 
This practical lie ? 

Zeh. Ho ! ho ! you'd thither 

(Pointing dovmwards with his forefinger,) 
By only one of the Seven Deadly Sins ? 
None of the other coal-black long-tailed six. 
Foaming out tar, must yoke for you ? O no ! 
Come, come, revenge ! The thing's no more a lie 
Than all your present smoothness round your victim. 
He 's your own now — ^you've caught him by the heart 
Aha ! you 're panting thick. 

Come, bird, I have thee now. Let's to old Staines' house. 
And do it tibere. She's ours. I 've been with her. 
She gives us leave to do whate'er we list ; 
What's more, she helps us in 't, so we but stop 
Those hated nuptials. Lady Mervyn knows 
I 'm here to-night : I 've ta'en good care she know it. 
Means, too, I 've found to fill her witli fears of a plot, 
This night in Bristol, hatched by Dunley's friend^ 
Whilst he himself with a fresh host is coming 
Back on the city. Lady Staines has promised 
To give firesh force to these fears, and thus prepare 
The way for us. So we '11 have Mervyn ripe 
To drop into our trap. ' {Exeunt. 
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SCENE VIII.— -4 Eoom in Lady Staines' House in Bristol. 

Lady Mervyn and Blanche. 

Lady Mer, Zebra, that creature 
Of Dunley, has been seen in our house to-night. 
What can it mean ? His is the crooked spirit 
That worms itself into the world s best things. 
With a fresh force, Dunley 's at hand, they say ; 
And there 's a plot to give him up the dty, 
This very night — ^They 're at it now. 
Unscrupulous though he be, I fear him not 
But I do loathe his suit ; and he lacks manhood 
To cease 't. Free woman I, of this free land, 
I cannot stand the yile indignity 
Of such solicitations. Lady Staines 
Being now restored, would we were hence ! 

Enter Lady Staines, in a night dress. 

Lady Staines, To-morrow ? 

You go to-morrow, said you ? 

Lady Mer, Ay, good Madam, 

You being well, we go. 

Lady Staines. Mark ! Not so fast. 
He '11 not get in ! You 11 not get out ! 

Lady Mer. I would not name my service ; but I 'm here— 
Why should I tell you ? — at your own request, 
To tend you in your sickness. You're recovered. 
Thanks be to Heaven for that ! Give me your blessmg then, 
Before I go. 

Lady Staines, Your love for the loathed Wold, 
King-branded traitor he, 
Cancels all bonds betwixt us ! By my years. 
And as thy Other's sister, I won't bless thee 
In such a thing : Let it not come to good ! 
My ban 's on it ! Proceed ! 
We '11 stay that marriage yet ; see if we don't ! 
Get thee to bed. By dawn we '11 settle 
All this weak trifling. 

[JSxit Lady Staines. 

Lady Mer, Is it not sad, my Blanche ? 

Blanche, Her words mean misdiief : 'Tis that plot you spake of: 
We 're in their net. Could we not go to-night ? 

Lady Mer. Soft ! some one comes. 

Enter Morley. 

Mor, A messenger from Lord Wold. 

Lady Mer, Let him come in. 

QMorley brings in Philip De Valma, and retires, 
Phil, This in haste from Lord Wold. 

{Giving Lady Mervyn a letter^ which she reads. 
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Lady Mer. You know its purport ? You are named therein 
For service here. 

Phil. To take you to his Lordship ? 
I understand so, Madam. Dunley 's at hand ; 
Lord Wold's close kept to he prepared for him : 
Buns not the letter thus ? 
Bad men are near you, Dunley's tools ; and so 
You're not to lose an hour, hut put yourself 
In Lord Wold s camp, there to ahide till mom. 
He Tl send you then home with a proper guard. 
My office as physician to the troops 
r the castle here, and i' the camp without, 
Let's me free out and in ; so was I chosen 
To he your safest guide. ! now make haste. 
See you he well disguised. Quickly, now. 

Lady Mer. Blanche, 

This is the brother of Sir Hugh De Valma, 
Our good yoimg knight, so loved and so lamented ; 
We 'U go with him, then. 

Phil. You loved him, did you ? 

Quickly, or not at all ! Oh ! not at all ! 

Lady Mer. How so ? 

PhU. What did I say ? O ! yes— come, come. 

Twas just a moment's fear some evil thing 
Might thwart us in 't. Would, Lady, 
You had a better guide than I am ! 

Lady Mer, Give us a minute to get ready. 
Wait for us at the gate, we '11 join you there. 

PhiL (half inwardly). Oh ! me, this night ! I shall be damned 
for tins ! 
She loved the lad ! 

Lady Mer. Hush ! dangerous ears are near you. 
Stay — ^prythee, guide him by the postern, Blanche, 
Into the garden : that 's our safest plan. 
Do 't softiy now. I Tl lose no time, the wlule. 
You 11 find me in my chamber. Q^a?tf Lady Mebvyic. 

Blanche, This way. Sir. 

Phil. Hold— call her back — I 've something yet to say. 
No, no ; not now. \^ExeunU 

SCENE IX.— -4 Court in Wold Castle. 

The DucHiss op Wold and Oldthorn, meeting. 

Duck. Good morrow ! Up already ? 

Old. I *ve not been 

A-bed last night. 

Dtich. Nor I. We'll have our sleep 
This next night, when our unbeleaguered hearts 
Have room to breathe. All 's right ? 

Old. Ay. 
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Duch. I 've given forth 
The last o' the wine. See it dealt out to our men. 
From time to time, all day ; yet sparingly. 
For they re too weak for much o't. 
And let them have due food, to fit them for 
The last great push : Spare not; we'll have by sunset 
Fresh stores, our gates being free. Yonder *s the dawn 
Curdling the east : Go take some rest, old man ; 
You re not just made of iron : 'Twill prepare you 
For what you 've yet to do. 

Old, My gracious Lady, 

I need no sleep. 

Dtich, Let's round, then. ^^Jxeunt 

SCENE X. — A Chamber in Lady Staines' house in Bristol. 

Lady Staines is seen sitting up in hed^^a light burning before her. 

Lady Staines, O ! for the precious sleep ! 
What wouldn't I give for one diort hour of it, 
To heal this burning brain ! 
Poppy of peace, O ! blessed, deadly flower, 
Help me ! 

Thou lord and servant of the nervous soul, 
O ! help me ! 

Oft hast thou helped me, dost thou fail me now ? 
I '11 try thee yet again. \jShe drinks from aphiaL 

That rebel-traitor 
Would take my child firom me ! He 'd wed a Mervyn, 
When he has leisure for't ; ay, when his work 
Of treason 's done, and he has leisure for 't ! 
I 've balked him, though ! 

Good Wold, you're angry ; but we can 't help that. 
No incantations have we used against you, 
No drugs, no spells ; we 've set not the weird hands 
To gather the wild gourds of sin and death. 
To shred them in your pot ; strange wrath we 've drawn not 
From evil stars to strike you ; we 've but done 
As prudent parents do. Would I could sleep ! 
I 'U try 't again. ^She lies down. 

Enter Morley. 

Mor. O! Madam, where 's the lady Isabella; 
She 's sought, and can't be found ? 

Lady Staines. Aha ! Is The Wold there ? 
Tell him from me :— To every wind of heaven, 
Haste, send ye out. The shores and ocean isles, 
Skirr ye them round. Thorough the city, too. 
See that ye search : Do it with Ughted candles : 
Nothing but search ! You 've found her, then ? Not jti. 
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You '11 find her, though, at last — ay, soon enough ! 
Who's there? 

Mor. Thy servant, Madam. 

Lady Staines. Put him out ! 

I know he 's here : Hence, traitor ! 

Mor. She 's delirious. 

Lady Staines, Go on, sweet Wold ! 
I '11 bear it all. You have my house ; 
Good, good ! The very chamber of my rest ; 
O ! mighty good ! Your pardon, but I thought 
This taper mine (see how its light is streaming 
Away from thee, and from thy hateM presence) ! 
Pity now thou should'st share this himible light ; 
Go hail the sun, and swear thou art his brother ! 
Haply you're my physician ? I can 't guess 
Why you are here else : Will you feel my pulse ? 

Mor, I fear she 's sick of more than natural ail, 
Even of a guilty privity that weighs 
Her spirit down. Madam, there 's no one here. 
Save thine own servant Morley. Are you ill ? 
ShaU I call help ? 

Lady Staines, If I have sent her 
To Dunley Tower, to her good cousin's keeping, 
What is 't to thee ? Who can say I *ve done wrong ? 

Mor. That's the key now ! I '11 to Lord Wold with it. 
Who waits my coming forth : 
It opens the foil plot which we so far 
Had traced the leech and Zebra in. O ! now 
To save that good young lady ! Help here, too, 
I must fetch quick : 'Tis one of her old fits. \Exit Morley. 

Lady Staines (sitting up^ and looking wUdly rotmd). Ha I hast 
thou found me, O ! mine enemy ? 
Comest thou to see me die ? Thank thee, sweet Wold ; 
How dear thou art, for thou hast given me heat. 
Strength, force, new life ! Thank thee ! A little more. 
And thou shalt save thy shame to triumph here 
O'er a sick room ! 1 11 rise anon. 

And dance with thee ! Ho ! Death, -vdiere are my servants, 
For I would rest ? There 's something in my chamber, 
And ye won't put it out ! I hear a breathing — 
Who 's there ? Oh me ! \She sinks hack exhausted. 

SCENE XI. — Before Lady Staines' kottse in Bristol. 

Hastings, waiting with an escort. 

Enter Lord Wold and Morley. 

Mor. Haste, then, my Lord, O ! save her ! God go with you ! 

\Exit Morley. 
Wold. Bid sound the march. 
Hast. ' WhJiher? 



Cap. 
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Wold. To Dunley Tower. 
She's there, we find, in her Mse cousin's hands; 
Lured hence by some deep plot. Being there, she 's in 
The deadliest periL 

jffast. March ! \^The trumpets blowy and 

they all march out. 

SCENE XII.— The Camp of the Besiegers qf Wold. 

Captain of the Besiegers and an Officer. 

Wold Castle falls to-night ? 
Jap. I think it must. 

They're breadless, lean, and weak. "We're strong with plenty, 
And a successful cause. To-night we '11 give them 
A terrible push for 't — the last push, I trust. 

Off. Pity for the old Duchess, and her Captain, 
So tough and true ! They 're of the right old breed. 
Would they were on our side ! 

\Ji trumpet hhwsfrom Wold Castle^ another fr<ym a 
neighbouring wood. 
Cap. What 's that ? Ha ! look, 

They 're sallying out on us. Froin yonder wood 
Some foe is down on us, too ! To arms ! This way ! 
And strike for Harry the Fourth ! {^Exeunt. 

Enter Lord Wold, Hastings, and their troops. 
^Alarms coming near. 
Wold. Halt ! what fight 's this ? 

Enter some Fugitives. 
(Intercepting one of them). Stay, sirrah, what 's ado ? 

Ft^. The old sow of Wold is out on us on the one side ; and 
that fiend incarnate, Chayr, is after us on the other. Li siege and 
assault we did our best ; but the terrible old Dowager has the day at 
last. Out of her way 's worth a life. \Thefugitive runs out. 

Wold.. Hastings, our course is plain : we must support 
These ftigitiyes, and turn the battle back ; 
Else Dunley gets the aid of Wold and Chayr, 
And baffles us. Besides, what right hare I 
To spare my own more than another's towers. 
In the work I hate assumed ? 
To seize, ay, and raze Wold, were but an act 
Severely fear in me, austerely graceful. 

Hast. Farther, my Lor^ since Richard's cause is done, 
Twere well could we, rather than others, take 
Wold, and make sure your mother 's treated gently. 

Wold. StiU I do shudder, Hastings, lifting my hand 
Against her sacred house^ Surely the grace 
X)f life is going from me. 
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ffast. Here they be 
Pell-mell on us now. 

Wold (giving the order to hit troope). Adyance, there. The 
die 's cast. 
To the rescue, ho ! Turn, cowards ! 

[Wold and Hastings and their troope march out. 

SCENE Xni.— Inside the Gate of Wold CaeOe. 

The Duchess of Wold, in armour^ and with a eword in her handy 
heading a small party of drfenee at the gate^ it teen ttretching out 
her armt towardt the battle without. Janet Oldthorn it ttanding 
on the wall. 

Dueh. The strength of angels ride upon your swords, 
Ye men of might ; strike swift and far for ^chard. 
And hew him out of this enyironment 
So haggard and unnatural, that he yet 
May stand in the clear light with princely things ! 

[_The Duchess tumt and atcendt the wall 
Are the lint and bandages ready, Janet ? ^ 

Janet, Yes, Madam. 

Duch. Well need them, child : Tis a thick struggle. 

Janet. Oh! my&ther! 

Duch. Your yoimg eyes are sharper than mine : See'st thou yon 
tall dark man riding in the stress of the battle ? 

Janet. I do. 

Duch. Well? 

Janet. Do you think it is he. Madam ? 

Duch. Who, damsel ? 

Janet. Lord Wold ? 

Duch. Let 's go. Tis he, then. 

[The Duchess leavet the wM. 

Janet (lingering). My ^Either ! I see him now ! Oh me ! he 's 
down. I '11 look no more. 

I^Janet leaves the wall alto^ and joins the Duchess. 

Duch. Trembling so for your father ? That's not the fashion of 
the times, weak thing. You should rise up against his life. 

Janet. God forbid, good Lady ! 

Duch. What would you think of yourself, were you to do so ? 

Janet. Oh ! Madam, spare me ; I 'm not fit to speak of such 
things : They're beyond my poor reach. 

Duch. (Jood LeAjy you call me? And God forbid, you say? 
Why then is that soul-amazing piece of work going on here, of a i^n 
strilong at the mother that bore him ? I look to yon heavens, and 
marvel they're not hung with black. 

Enter Black Marjory, with Clinton t head in her hand. 
Whence, Marjory ? And what 's this ? 

Marj. Look at him, Madam ! 

Know you the fece ? 
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D^Jich, My cousin Clinton ? 

Marj. Ay, 

And none but he ! \Ku9ing the dead face. 

Duck, He was a right good soldier. 
How came he to this death ? 

Marj, Taken in Bristol, 

With Bushy and Green, Henry of Lancaster 
Despatched them, being his prisoners, in cold blood. 

Dwih, Go on : I cease to wonder : Nature 
Has lost her lawful courses. 

Marj, The two other heads. 

High o'er those walls, stand in the winds of heayen. 
By help imlooked for, Clinton s I got down. 
I bore it thence to bury it with my fathers. 
Passing your gates, I saw your fighters fight. 
Your gates were free. I entered in. On you 
England's last loyal hope main rests. Self-stout, 
You need no buttress. Still, this head I bring— 
Look at it — I do hold it up to you : 
Be nerved, be stouter still ! In your great issues, 
See you arenge him, too ! 

Bwch, If a weak woman can, 

I will avenge him ! That dead look of his 
Lies sore upon our house : Our son it was 
Who laid that siege to Bristol, wherein he 
And his brave comrades perished. 

Enter Sir Lionel Chayr and other officers, 

Chayr, All 's right. Madam. 

Duch. Thanks to the God of Battles ! 

Welcome, good Sirs ! • Will this achievement turn 
The fortunes of the Crown ? 

Chayr. A little water 

Fangs the dry pump. But Eichard^ I much fear. 
Has lost his functional powers, never to be restored. 

Duch, Say not so, man, in such an hour as this. 
But sup with me here, all of you gallant Captains, 
To-night at dusk : we '11 settle, there and then. 
What next we do. 

Chayr (a/nd the rest). In duty and in love, 
We *11 wait upon your Grace. 

Enter a Herald. 

Herald, Madam, I come 

In Henry's name, Henry the Fourth of England, 
To summon your Grace : I summon you to surrender 
This Castle of Wold to Henry your Hege lord. 
On pain that it be ta'en and razed to the ground. 
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Enter OunEOV»y grUwjudy waundedy and a party of 9oldier$y 
bringing in hoKD Wold pritoner. 

Duck. Siand aside, Captain, with joar prisoner there ; 
Well hear the Herald out first. 
You're here, Sir Herald, as our snmmoner 
That we give up our towers to Lancaster, 
Or hare them ta'en and razed. What more ? Proceed. 
Of course om: lires are forfeit, too, like those 
Of Clinton, Bush j, and Green, if we refuse ? 
Hold up that bloodj head, M^'ory of linwood. 

[Mabjobt hold9 up the head. 
Look at it, l%rs ! Tis Clinton's murdered head. 
But 1 11 ayen^e him ! 

HeroLd* Madam, I was not charged 
Touching jour lires. I found jour gates set free. 
And so came in. I 're done m j summons here. 
In the King^ name. 

Duck. We know no king hut Richard. 

Herald. Mj office goes no £ffther than I 're spoken. 
But I maj tell, if jour Chrace knows it not, 
Richard's deposed, and lies in Pomfret Castle ; 
Henrj of Lancaster 's the King of England. 

Duch, Hence from this presence, sirrah ! 
We spare thee for thj tabard ; but make haste — 
Tarrj not — ^flee. To thj pretended King 
Bear our defiance : Tell him, were he here. 
In place of thee his humble messenger, 
We 'd giye him to the crows and kites of hearen. 
Hanging him from these towers— the blood-stained traitor, 
Rebel, and regicide ! \The Herald departs- 

Aj, r^cide; 
That too, be sure. Pontefract Castle, said he ? 
Or said he Berkeley Castle ? CaU it Berkeley, 
And you scarce err. Go, and you'll see the rayens 
Already there, smelling the blood of kings. 
Hoarse croaking as they smell it, sailing low 
Around the fated tpwers of Pontefract. 
Berkeley rehearsed this Pontefract. O ! Sirs, 
Edward the Second's wofrd tragedy 
Is back on us afresh. , Monstrous guilt thus, 
Surer than common crime, self-propagates. 
May Heayen strike in then, in its own good time — 
And ! may it be soon-^breaking this rank succession 
Of regicidal murders ! 

If man may be Heayen's instrument In this. 
The grace of austere judgment be upon us ! 

CTo OldthomJ Stand forth, old man ; you 're hurt to the death I see ^ 
Speak ere you die«— what 's this you bring us here ? 

Old, 'Twas not man's work to take hun : Heayen's self did it. 
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Terrible was his course ; but his horse stumbled — 
Where, do you think ? 
Tis sad to name it ; but 'tis like God's act, 
And must be told to men. 
On the sunk mossy stone, in Mervyn's borders, 
Which marks the very spot where his own father perished, 
There his horse stumbled, there it fell with him ! 
And so we captured him. 

Even then, when he was down, such is his might, 
He could haye got away ; but his great heart 
Refused to smite me there, his moSier's poor old serrant ; 
As he had stUl refrained, all through the battle. 
When I stuck close to him, hampering him all I could : 
And so he yielded himself up. 
I thought to let him go ; but I had found him 
Fighting against his father s house : 'twas thus 
My duty to put him in your Grace's hands. 
Ihich. Well done, thou good old man ! 
Here 's a new thing, Sirs, in the way of guilt ; 
Let's deal with it accordingly : let's stay 
The strange plague, ere it spread. First, I might say. 
The blood of Clmton, Green, and Bushy, calls 
For yengeance at our hands. We H giye them yengeance. 
But &r beyond this simple old redress, 
Which all hearts know, we 're called upon to stay 
The unnatural doings of this land of ours, 
Making a stem example. 
Here 's a rebellious traitor to his King, 
Caught quick in the hot act ; a traitor, too. 
Against the laws of nature, making war 
Upon his Other's house, and mother's life. 
We'll punish him. 

To England first, to every country next, 
And to all future times. 

We 11 shew the mischief of such strange new doings. 
By shewing their fit punishment. 
To prison with him there— ^y, him 
My most unnatural son-— 
Bring him forth on the morrow ; have him to 
Our ancient place of death — ^there, where my Others 
Did execution upon traitors, slay him. 
Be it at noon, 

Even when the sun rides in the highest heavens ; 
That we may do, what we thus do, 
Full in the broadest and the clearest eye 
Of the just day. And when the doom is done. 
Let the dead-bell of Wold toll out the tidings 
To all the country round, that every traitor's heart 
May quail within him. 
To ward with him the while. 
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Old. (fallxKig at the Duchess feet^ and kissing them), God bless 
The dear old house, while it is yet a house ! \^Dies. 

Duch. Take up that soldier's body. Bear him in. 
To me he has been more than sons and daughters ! 

\_Exeunt Janet and attmdants^ hearing the body, 

Chayr (kneeling), O ! Madam, hear me plead : 
And hear these Captains with me : On my knees 
I plead for them and me — if we have done 
Your Grace and our liege lord some little service, 
We pray you, put your son's life in our hands 
As our reward : Humbly we ask you this ! 

Duch, No more of this : 'Tis sealed. Martin, command 
In Oldthom's place : Take that doomed man to prison ; 
And see him executed on the morrow, 
At noon precisely, as we 've given the word. 
And as you '11 answer for 't Hold ! take this sword— 
My father's — ^be it the instrument : 
Its greatest service shall be last, to strike 
Wold's last son through the heart, being a traitor : 
And let some veteran arm that fought with the Old Boar, 
Strike the blow home to vindicate our house : 
Be this the manner of the execution. 
And when 'tis done, wipe not the sword, but hang it 
Bloody up in the armoury of Wold, 
To be a witness to all i^ture times 
Of this just judgment. Scq it done. 

Mar, (receiving the sword,) I will. 
Remove him, guards. \Guards take out Lord Wold, 

Chayr, Madam, one word before your Captain goes : 
I ask but this, — ^instruct him to permit me 
Free entrance on the morrow, at what hour 
Soever I may come : May I crave this ? 

Duch, 'Tis granted. Martin, see this be allowed. 

Chayr. Humbly I pray your Grace to see my wish 
Fairly complied wifii. 

Duch. This is needless nicety. 
I '11 see to it myself then, since you beg it 
With such an emphasis. First of all, now 
Let's look to our wounded. We must, after that. 
Dispose of our loyal dead. Go, Marjory, 
And bury that brave head, as your own heart 
Would have it done. Come back to me, my child. 
When it is done. 

^Sxeunt the Duchess op Wold and Black Marjory, severally^ 

Mar, I must to the prison to see that all 's made right there — fim^ 
and fast. But is there no way. Sir Lionel, to stay ttis terrible busi^ 
ness ? You have some plan, I see ? Might I not disobey, altogether ; 
let him escape ; and venture the consequences ? 

Chayr. No, no ; her Grace must be obeyed. 

Mar, \ then, we look to you ; what can you do ? 
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Chayr, Fear not, 1 11 bring sometMng to stop the execution. 

Mar, A force ? 

Chayr, Nay, nay, my single coming will do it. 

Mar. Haste, then, O ! haste. 

\Exeunt Chayr, and his brother soldiers. 
So ! I Ve wormed myself tolerably well into his simplicity, I |hink. 
What he *s to bring, though, I can t for the life of me guess. His 
" single coming** will do it ? Are you sure of that now, good friend ? 
We *11 see to that. If we dont manage to knock this " single coming** 
on the head, may Thomas of Wold escape me ! Dunley and Zebra 
shall know of all this straightway ; and babes of milk shall they be, 
if they cut not oflf mine Chajr in the wood, as he comes with this 
" single coming" of his. Shall the execution be delayed, good Sir 
Lionel ? Anything but that, I trow. But let me see that my pri- 
soner is snugly put up. [_BiciL 



ACT IV. 

SCENE L-^The Mouth of Afrds cave. 

Afra with her harp. 

Afra. Stand still and mark ! 
Feuds, bloody vows, ill-omened love, revenge, 
Treason, rebellion, war, the staff of bread 
Broken in the land, echoes of falling thrones, 
Kings— Heard ye that ? Wa! Wa! 
'Twas the dull stroke of the brain-smiting axe : 
See ! see ! they *ve staggered him — ^he *s down — ^'tis Richard ! 
Spare him, ye butchers, spare him ! 
Oh God ! how the blood 's streaming from his ears. 
And from his eyes, and from his quivering nostrils ! 
Ay, ay. 

All this has come to pass, this, and far more ; 
Sons are unfilial, mothers unnatural — 
Wold*s sow tears her own young ; great Nature's issues 
Run backward to their fountains, that the word 
Of him the Wizard-bom, spoken against Wold, 
May have accomplishment : *Tis coming now ! 
My heart beats thick and full, like the first pulse 
Of immortality. I 'm shaken so 
With long expectancy, and the near coming 
Of what I 've waited for, I fear I *U die 
And see it not : God let me live to see it ! 

I^Afra goes into her cave. 

SCENE II.— -4 Banqueting Boom in Wold Castle. 

The Duchess of Wold and an old Seneschal. 
Duch. Where are the guests ? 
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Sen. You mean the Captains, Madam ? 
Outside our gates, then, i their camp, methinks. 

Dtich, But why not here ? We called them to our feast. 
And to our council. 

Sen. Madam, I suspect 

They thought no banquet would be here to-night 

Duck. Suspect ? What right had they ? 
Scorn they our lean larder ? or what else ? 
Well then (not to affect not to know what ihey mean), 
Are we to stay our plans for England's Throne, 
Because of a just judgment in one priyate house ? 
Recreants ! 

They do rebuke me by their absence, do they ? 
I m not rebuked. Fill me a cup of wine. 

\_The Seneschal filh and presents it. 
To Richard's health ! To Richard's restoration ! 
Death to his foes ! Shame to his cowardly friends ! 

{She tatiches the cup with her lipsy and sets it down. 
Let 's go. Let all these vessels stand. Lock up 
This room for ever. The end comes. Nay, then. 
Marshal me in Prophecy, Judgment, Doom : 
There take your seats, ye Powers, 
With Silence, and with Darkness, and the Ghosts 
Of buried generations : Hold me here 
Your undrawn table, since the mortal guests 
Fear to come in ! Let's hence. {Exeunt. 

SCENE III.— An Outer Hall in Wold Castle. ^ 

Enter the Duchess of Wold, meeting Janet Oldthorn. 

Duch. Is the corpse dressed, Janet ? 

Janet. Oh ! yes. 

Duch. Where 's Dr Rowth, 
To say the fiineral service ? He must also 
To the condemned cell : Charity gives the rite 
Of preparation to the death-doomed man. 
Where can the Father be ? 

Janet. Ah ! he 's killed too. 

They found him near the gate, pierced through with wounds. 
He fought like the rest. The body 's just brought in. 

Duch. Heavy work this ! Ay, ay ! 
But I 'm the priest of my own house ; I '11 do 
The Church's rites for them all. Come, my good child. 
And shew me where they've laid our dead. \Exeunt. 

SCENE IV.— ^ Cell in Wold Prison. 

Lord Wold. 

Wold. Why yes, 'tis like Heaven's work. 
I won't affect the patriot to excuse 
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My own self-righting. I have done the things 
I would not do again. And here I am. 
My mother wont relent. Pity, I know, 
Dwells in the rocky fastness of her heart ; 
And my death ends our line. But principle 
And pride are here alike at stake ; and so. 
She 11 not relent. Do with me as she will, 
I '11 take it patiently, and yex her not. 
Nay more, 

For her own dignity, and what she represents, 
I 'd not withhold this sacrifice of myself. 
But my poor wife ! 

Enter Martin. 

Mar, Can I do aught for you, my Lord ? 

Wold. Nothing ; I thank you, Sir. 

Mar, I 've just now learnt 

Lord Dunley has gone in and done allegiance 
To Henry, and has been accepted warmly. 

Wold. So ? That 's most likely. 

Mar, You've been fooled, my Lord. 

They 've made a tool of you. 'Twas not King Richard 
That hanged your j&iend Sir Hugh : 'Twas Dunley did it, 
And his man Zebra ; though they blamed poor Eichard, 
To drive you to rebellion. More than this, 
Dunley in all he did had still an eye to Wold, 
Which is his heirdom now. Ay, and he'll get your bride 
To be his wife : King Henry, he expects. 
Will forward his design there : And he has her 
In such sore straits, i£e can't resist his will. 

Wold, Hast done? 
Am I to answer this ? Is this the funeral service 
Over my dying soul ? Sirrah, you have the power 
Over my ear at least. And. for that I may be 
A guilty man in much, I take it quietly. 
And look not at your foot for the cloven hoof 
Of the Arch-tormentor thete. You 're done ? If so, 
Prythee retire. 

Mar. We 'U meet again to-morrow. {Exit Martin. 

Wold, Thomas of Wold, how 's this ? She in sore straits, 
And you not helping her ! 

Enter the Duchess of Wold. 

Duch. As priest of mine own house, 

In place of him you 've slain, I offer you. 
Being a dying man, our Church's rite 
Of preparation. 

Wold (kneeling J, On my knees I take it : 
Proceed, in Jesus name. 

[_Tke Duchess reads the Service of Preparation. 
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Dtuih. Under just judgment, ^ 

Is there aught I can do for jou, my Lord ? 

Wold. No, Madam ; 

Unless you let me forth at your men's head, 
To saye my dear young wife from Dunley's hands : 
He has her in his Tower. O ! do it, Madam ! 
Do it for her good sake ! 

Duck. What ! let you smite 

Richard s last bulwark ? 

Wold, If you reason on 't, 

! then I '11 urge it. Dunley's o'er to Henry, 
Deserting Richard — Martin has just told me. 

Duch. The traitor ! I feared this ; ho would not come 
To help us. 

Wold. I '11 not press 
This, nor the ill he has done me : I '11 not say, — 
Let me ayenge myself let me stand purged. 
In the dread eye of my unblemished fathers. 
Of his foul ch^e, purged by his own confession 
Of his own fEdsehood — ^for I 'd bring him to 
The knightly gage : I speak not for myself; 

1 '11 suffer aU : Yea, I '11 forego the vengeance 
Due to my dear young friend. Sir Hugh de Valma, 
Whom he hanged on a tree— for I 'ye found out, 
Dunley and his tool Zebra did that deed. 

And laid the blame on Richard : All this. Madam, 

Of vengeance I forego. But O ! for the dear sake 

Of one who has given her whole young heart and life 

So generously to me, 

A grave dull man, and of a hostile house, 

^y *^y jiist soul. Madam, O ! let me out. 

Let me but set her life and honour safe, 

As if she were the simplest peasant's daughter ! 

That 's all I ask — I ask no more but that. 

Duch. It cannot be. 

Wold. I do appeal) then, to 
Your family pride. You know her liberal care 
That took her enemy in, and tended him 
In her own house, ay, when God's bolt had smote me. 
As if I were His enemy too, and doomed of Him. 
No cold delay ! No thought of the old feud ! 
Nothing but God-like pity ! 
She took me in ; she gave me all she had. 
Even her dear self ! 

Wonderftd creature ! O ! for one short hour 
Of freedom for her sake ! One little hour 
Would do it aU. 

Madam, as you are proud, and scorn to be 
Indebted to your foes, you '11 pay her back 
Her generous service — save her life and honour — 
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And, to fill up and giagnify the quittance, 
Make me the instrument ? 

Dtich. The doom 's pronoimced. 

Wold, Touch not the doom : Let the doom stand. 
1 11 do my work stem quick. I 'U be back here, 
Before the sun be up, and don these chains again. 
The doom shall not be touched. 

Duch. What guarantee 

Have I for this ? 

Wold. I 'm sure you '11 ask no oath, 
If I but pledge my word. 

Dtbch, I meant not that. 

But you may hold your blood cheap, and defraud 
The judgment here. 

Wold. Not so. Let me but forth ; 
I '11 be as chary of my blood, as hitherto 
I 'ye been xmspanng o't : I '11 guard my life 
As a most precious thing, not mine, but yours ; 
I '11 bring it back to you. And then, see how 
This mutual trust of ours adds to tho doom,— 
Making and shewing it no quick rash act, 
But a calm sacrifice, due and paid to 
Heroic principle and magnanimous will. 

Duch. I 'U do it then, new though it be, and strange. 
I '11 let you forth. Our men shall go with you. 
One of my father s soldiers, old Mountnorris, 
Shall guide and help you. And, to make sure work, 
I '11 get a levy for you from Chayr's camp. 
Outside our gates, as you go on* 
Deal with the villain Dunley ; save that virgin 
From his bad power : Bound though I am to hate 
Mervyn, nor let our house wed wi& their house. 
Now that I 've stayed that wedding, 
I were unjust not to own, — in herself 
Their daughter's worthy of all love and honour. 
See, then, you set her safe from him. 

Wold. My mother ! 

Will you not kiss me now in token of— 

! me, how much ! 

Duck, (kiising him). Thomas, what wouldn't I give. 
Had you but kept the whiteness of your faith ! 
My son ! 

1 love thee still, but thou must die the death. 

Wold. I bow my head to it. 

D%koh. Without there, ho ! 

Enter the Keeper of the Prison. 
Unchain our prisoner here, Keeper ; Lord Wold 
Goes forth with me. 

[The Keeper free9 Lord Wold, and they ail go out. 
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SCENE v.— ^ Boom in Dunley Tower. 

Lord Dunlet and Michael Zebra. 

Zeb, I 'ye known a cat eat her first joung, in the morbid excess of 
maternal affection, ravening itself up. But this sacrifice of Wold-r- 
pride ! pride ! pride ! Unless we suppose a diseased haste in the old 
Dowager to fulfil the yeiy prophecy she fears, as a man on a giddj 
tower has a strai^e impulse to cast himself sheer down headlong. 
Such things be. Prophecy often fulfills itself thus. Only she's not 
just the stuff such fooleries are made of. 

Dun. You hold it true, then ? 

Zeb. I 'ye just seen Martin, my Lord. Tis quite true. Thomas 
of Wold dies at noon to-morrow. Martin is master of the ceremonies. 
All's right. 

Dtm. Why, then, well go to rfeep. 

Zeb. Ay, and have pleasant dreams, too. Yet is there a snake 
in our flowers. That feUow Ghayr 's a devil for zeaL He '11 be round 
the earth ere a man can take his first sleep. I fear him more than 
all the rest of them. He has admittance to Wold Castle to-morrow, 
and is sure to brinff some device for the pardon or rescue of Lord 
Thomas. Martin has let me up to all this. 

Dun. He 's mortal ; Why not cut off his coming ? 

Zeb. Martin and I have made bold to provide for it. Gort and 
Bed Houndsley are primed with the mischief. They'll be in the 
Long Wood before day^break ; They 11 stop his coming, I warrant 
them, come when he may. 

Dun. Are they to be depended upon ? 

Zeb. There are sofk flaws in Bed Houndsley, though he seems 
made of rustv iron. The other is dissipated, with a dash of the sen- 
timental in bis composition : He has ingenuity enough to find out 
pleas for his conscience, and so he 's the safer man of the two. I have 
promised good fee. Moreover, to take off the edge of murder, and 
make the thing like a mere bit of the war of the time, they are tp 
have two or tmree regular soldiers with them. We are not bound to 
know that Chayr comes alone : He is Harry the Fourth's enemy — 
that 's all we know. And thus we can look the Sixth Commandment 
in the face. But what of the Lady ? 

Dun. She's firee to go forth to«morrow afternoon, so soon as the 
Lord of Wold is dispos^ of. 

Zeb. Free ? Ay, fipee to charge us with all this, I suppose ? 

Dun. I 've not practised against her. My good plea, as suggested 
by yourself, is that I have kept her safe in troublous times, and would 
not let her many the detested enemy of our blood. Of me, the male 
head of Mervyn's family, this won't sound so far amiss, methinks. 
And now, that we 'te accepted of Henry, and have gathered again a 
good force in our camp, who TL venture to wag the tongue against us ? 
Let 's to (deep. But I must see the Lady Isabella first. 

Zeb. Well, well! 

{^£xeunt severally. 
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SCENE YL— Another Chamber in Duntey Towef. 

Lady Mervyn and Blanche. 

Lady Mer. Poor child, your eyes are heayy, you must sleep. 
Go, Blanche, I 'd rather he alone : 'Tis fitting 
I watch alone this one last night for him. 
Since he must die to-morrow— as they tdl us. 
Would I were with him ! 

Blanche. Wake me then^ if aught 
Alarm you in the night. 

Lady Mer. They hold us here 
By violent constraint Whate'er they mean 
Of further mischief^ this they cannot do^-— 
They cannot turn my heart from Wold : Those hills 
Round us, whose spurs are in the central fire, 
Are not so steadfast as my virgin heart 
Is to my own good Lord. When he is gone^ 
For him I 'U sit a widow all my days, 
My few remaining days* Good night, sweet Blanche ! 

I^Blanche retires into a side chamber^ 
{Sitting dovm,) Such is this life of ours : an April day- 
Pieces of broken rainbows and dark clouds : 
A glimmering light seen through the ribs of Death) 
Of some far mom beyond ! 

Enter Lord Dunlby. 

What would you. Sir, i* my chamber ? 

Dun, Fear me not, cousin» 

Lady Mer. Cousin ? Dare you use 

That kindred name ? Be it so, then ! O ! be 
My kinsman still ! I pray you, by the blood 
That flows betwixt us, let me forth, and straightway^ 
To see my Lord — ^my own betrothed husband I 
He 's under doom of death ; and every law, 
Divine and human, calls on me to see him 
In his last hours. You dare not say me No. 

Dun, I 've loved you more than life, more etett thau honour, 
Else had you not been here against the rules 
Of knightiy courtesy ; but I Ve ta'en you thus, 
Kept you, will keep you still, ay, here by force, 
Bather than let you wed the hated Wold- 
Hateful to all our race, hated by me 
With a specific hatred. What ? shall he 
Marry where I have loved and cannot marry I 
I '11 bum you with myself in my Tower first. 
No, you shan't forth to-night. I let you forth 
To Imeel to that proud Dame ? Even if I did. 
You 'd never see her face. Do you imagine 
Wold's obdurate gates would turn on their harsh hinges 
To Mervyn's tears ? Content thee* When noon *s past, 
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And Wold's last son 's a headless thing, I '11 crave 
Upon my knees your pardon for all this, 
And set you wholly free. 

CA trumpet and alarms without,) 

Lady Mer. Ha ! hear you that ? 

Dun, It must be Wold ! 

Ladi/ Mer, And he in prison ? Ay, 

And doomed to death ? Villain, you mean me wrong, 
Some desperate wrong, joining fraud thus to force ? 
But 1 11 proclaim you through the world ! 
You're quailing now ! 
How pale you are ! 
Heard you that voice ? 
Well do you know who it is ! 
Tis the Lion of Wold! 
Be sure of that ! 
He comes to save me ! 

And what art thou the while, for he has found thee out ? 
There again ! O ! come quickly, good Lord Wold ! 
Go meet him, Bichard of Dunley ! 
Something has he to say to thee ! 

Zebra and Philip Db Valma rush in on the one side^ and Blanche 

on the other. 

Dun. What is 't? 

Zeh. Wold. 

Dun, Guard the Tower. Myself will meet him 

Down i' the camp. Mark : — If he comes on 
To take our Keep, I 'm slain, avenge me. 
By letting not this maid ever be his : 
Whate'er you do, make sure for me in this : 
Swear, Zebra. 

Zeh, I do swear. 

Dun. Guard the gate, then. 

[Exit Dunley, Zebra and Philip De Yximk following him. 

Lady Mer. What see you, child ? 

Blanche (looking out). Tumults confrised of men 
Fighting this way and that, driven through the light 
And through the darkness : what a stormy drift 
Of hurrying shapes ! 

Lady Mer, (looking out too). But where 's the Lord of Wold ? 
He 's here for me. O ! look ! 

Blanche, Yes, yes, 'tis he ! 

Who could mistake that man ! See, how he speeds, 
How he makes way ! What a heroic form ! 

Lady Mer, My own true Lord ! 

Blanche, Ah ! he has disappeared. 

Lady Mer, No, no, he 's at the gate : His men are at his back. 
Nearer tumults are heard within the Tower, 
What should we do ? I fear that villain Zebra, 
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Who stands sworn o*er our lives. How near the tumult comes ! 
Let 's venture forth. What think you ? Isn t it hest ? 
We may slip through. Could we hut get heneath 
Wold's arm, we 're safe. Let 's try. We 11 muffle us up. 

[^Exeunt, 

SCENE YIL— The Inner Court o/Dunley Tower. 

MouNTNORRis and a party are seenjightmg against Zebra, Philip 
De Valma, and their men. Philip is made prisoner. Mount- 
NORRis presses hard upon Zebra. At this moment Lady Mervyn 
and Blanche, half disguised^ try to slip past. Zebra, however^ ob- 
serves them. 

Zeh. Not so fast. Madam. 

QZebra draws a small dagger from his waist, and aims 
a side blow at Lady Mervyn. Motjntnorris inter- 
cepts it so far, but not be/ore it wounds the lady slightly 
between the neck and shoulder. 
Phil. Wretch ! was 't for this you made me 
Anoint your hlade ? 

Lady Mer. Where 's my Xord ? I 'm slain ! 
Mount. Fiend ! 

Take that! and that! and that! 

[^Mountnorris disarms Zebra, and the men 
of Wold seize the Italian from behind. 
Down with the precious twain 
To some deep place o' the Keep. Guard them fast there. 
They shall not die as soldiers, hut he dealt with 
By the law for their villanies. My Lady, 
Let me support you hack to your own chamher. 
Lord Wold will do his work, and be here straight. 

[^MouNTNORRis supports Lady Mervyn on the one 
side, and Blanche does so on the other. 
The wound 's not deep, I think. 

Zeb. (as the guards are taking him out with Philip) No, but 
'twill do: 
Here 's a quack-salver knows a thing or two ; 
He '11 tell you, if that blade but taste the blood, ^ 
It drinks the whole heart up. 

Mount. Guard the gate, Walter, 

And keep the Tower. \Exeunt severally. 

SCENE YIM.— Before the Main Gate of Dunley Tower. Parties 
go fighting over the ground. 

Enter Lord Wold and Lord Dunley, meeting. 

Wold. The man I seek ! 
Dun. Aha ! Sir Bridegroom here ? 

We fear he *s somewhat late. 
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Wold. Not for thy life, 
Unless you down straightway upon your knees : 
Down, Sir, go down ; 

Confess the falsehood of your charge against me. 
Made before Richard — ^for you know you lied ; 
Cry mercy for my friend De Valma*s murder ; 
And tell me my bride 's safe-— ay, and rise up 
Prepared to bring her forth to me ; begging 
Your life the wlule. I *11 spare you thus. 

Dun. Most modest ! 

Take my confession, then. 

p>nNLEY aims a blow at Wold. 

Wold (ioarding it off). The weight of innocent blood, 
And virgin's wrongs, sit heavy on thy soul, 
And cramp thy arm ! 

Dun. Tis well for thee to wish 

A miracle to help thee. But thy curse, 
I scorn it ; add thy sword to it, and I 
Defy them both. Have at thee ! 

{They fight. Dunley gives way a little^ and they go 
outfighting. 

SCENE IK.'^Another part of the Field. Parties go fighting over 

the ground. 

Enter Mountnobbis and another Soldier of Woldy meeting. 

Mount. What speed here ? Where 's Lord Wold ? 

Sold. We Ve pushed the foe 

Out o' their camp, on every side, skeer out 
I saw him here just now, but the thick fray 
Has swayed him hence.^ What 's your success ? 

Mount. We 've ta'en 

The Tower, and clapped a guard on 't. But there 's still 
A sort of stress here. Come. {Exeunt. 

SCENE X.— Another jpart of the Field. 

Enter Lord Wold and Lord Dunley ^^A^in^. Dunley is trans- 
fixed^ and falls. 

Dun. Oh ! am I slain by thee ! Zebra— remember— -— 
Enter Mountnorris. 

Wold. Well met, my friend ! How speed we ? 1 have spent 
Too much o' my general care on this one point. 

{Pointing to Dunley s body. 

Mount. We *ve cleared the camp o' tibem. But I 've restrained 
Our men from rash pursuit. Now that the foe 
Have lost their chief, they '11 scarce come back on us. 
Yet must we stand prepared. I '11 see this done. 
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And now, my Lord, I should have told you first, — 
Dunley Tower 's in our hands. The Lady 's there. 

Wold. 'Hold your men ready. "We go back to Wold. 
Is yon the grey of mom ? 

Mount. Not yet, my Lord. 

Wold. We'Udo, then. 

Mount, Good, my Lord, I fear you're hurt ; 

You 're bleeding so. 

Wold. I must not let her see it. 
There 's a gash here i' my arm. Come to this tent, 
And bind it up for me. I did not feel it. 
Until you told^e o't. Tis a mere trifle ; 
But I 'ye still work before me, and I 'm bound 
Not to lose blood, not to run any risk 
Of not being back at Wold by break of day. 

Mount. We '11 manage 't. I' the tent, too, 
Let 's not forget to have your Lordship's orders 
Touching that fellow Zebra, and the doctor 
Whom they call Philip — ^he 's a bad fece : We have them 
Fast in the Keep. 

Wold, We 'U see first what they Ve done. ^Exeunt. 

SCENE XI.— -4 Cell in Dunley Tower^ lighted hy a lamp. 

Zebra and Philip Db Valma — Philip reclining against the wally 
Zebra pacing up and doton the cell. 

Phil, (starting up). Who 's there ? Oh ! me, where am I ? 
What art thou ? 
What thing art thou ? [_Going up to Zebra. 

Zeb. Why, what a firenzy *s this ? 

Phil. Zebra, is *t thou ? Is this the world of spirits 
We 're in? 

Zeb. D' ye think to cheat yourself 
Out of a ^t so literal as the ^Jlows, 
And a hemp c(»:d to hang thee by the throat ? 
Is this a fact so vague as not to be 
Sharp known when come to ? 

PhiL Ah! thou 'rt Zebra still. 

And we are still on earth — I know it now : 
These jeerings make me know it ; they are heard 
In the light upper time, and nowhere else. 
When we are come unto the awful sessions 
Of naked souls, solemn it must be all. 
I must have been in some thick stupor-^leep 
I cannot call it : little do I sleep. 
And now, methinks, when I came out of it, 
Twas no great wonder I scarce knew you. 
So changed are you : Have you not changed your garments ? 
You look so very different, being now 



72 THE TRAGEDY OP WOLD. 

Thin and tight-drawn, like one wrapped round with cords. 
Stripped, purged, and earnest for some terrible feat. 

Zeh, Say you so, man ? * 

Phil, In that confused world 

Which I had swooned into, such swarming shapes 
Were round about me of all monstrous things, 
In the drear grisly light, that I, methought. 
Was passing through the Valley of the Shadow 
Of Death. A soft mild light came from afar, 
And shaped itself into my brother s ^e, 
Looking upon me with his candid eyes. 
I tried to kiss him, but I could not. Then * 

The countenance waxed severe, and went from me 
Back into night away, vanishing in 
A dewy haze of blood : So do I guess 
My brother's angry that I 've done the things 
For which I 'm here this night. I 'm the last child 
Of a lost house ! Me, the fell dogs of Fate 
Have hunted from my cradle ; and they '11 bay me 
Down unto Death, thrusting their very muzzles, 
Sharpened, drawn out with keenness, through the bars 
Of the Pale Gate, to catch at me ; the glare 
Of penal fires within, or the soft gleam 
Of creatures clad in light, striking the while 
Out on their haggard jaws, gnashing to have me ! 
Could I delve back into the dark of time, 
And see from what foul root, be it of incest, 
Or bloody banquet, or what else is ranker 
In the abuse of nature, this black crop 
Of judgments has grown up against our family ! 

Zeh, Of course, you lay on Fate, that good old, black, 
Broad, curly, burly-fronted scape-goat. 
Your own heart-hunger after Thomas of Wold, 
Under whose thick tumultuous setting-on. 
Mom, noontide, night, you dogged his steps. 
Went where he went, still gazing on his face 
With eager look that seemed to ask an alms ; 
But ah ! could never strike — ^being carried past 
The sharp clear doing of the definite act. 
By the o'ercrowding and o'ermastering ftilness 
Of the impulse that possessed you ? 

Phil, Have I not struck him ? Have I not reached him wholly ? 
Said you not so ? If not, I '11 do it yet. 

Zeh, Our day for that is past. 

Phil, Ah me ! is *t so ? 

Say you so utterly ? Is there no way 
To flee from this ? No hope ? Oh ! Zebra, Zebra, 
With all thy wit, would thou could'st put me down 
A thought or two ! 

Zeh. Nay, have it as thou wilt : 
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Ask Zebra nothing ; he can tell thee nothing, 
Nor cast up chances, save 'twixt hour and hour, 
Which one shall take us off. 

Phil, (flinging himself on the ground). Mercy ! O ! mercy, men ! 
Blot me not out of being, make me not 

Foigetfiilness and nothingaess ! Oh ! Zebra, {Binng. 

Thou can'st not know ! Would that the terrible moment 
Were past, or never came ! What's the hour now ? 

Zeh. Dial nor clock is here, 
Save thy pale face ; it goes to strike Despair. 
Must I not die, too ? Here am I ; I wish not, 
Hope not, fear not : I '11 not deck me out, 
A sacrifice, with my emotions. No. 
Simply I 'm here. Let them come on, I 'U shew them 
I 'm still my own. I long 
To laugh on their beards, and show them a neat trick. 

Phu. What's death to thee, who carest for nought beyond 
The pang o' the moment ? Pain with its keen feelers, 
Twigs of split nerves, and forked hairs of anguish, 
Being life's guardian, was not meant to be 
A trifling tlmig ; but yet is it a trifle 
To blank obstruction, or that dread Hereafter 
For evil spirits. I was made to see, 
And tremble to the alarms of utmost natu re 

Zeh. And need more of my money ? 
Is thy wine out ? Thy means of riot spent ? 

Phil. Think not I loved these pleasures. 
I used them but to hide me from mjrself, 
O erwearied, when even study itself seemed vain : 
Perhaps all 's vain — ^perhaps 'tis best to die ! 
But where 's thy promise ? Give me means to follow 
My great deep quests, then see if sensual things 
Cleave to my spirit ! I was bom to be 
Of the sons of renown ! 

Zeh. Tush ! name them not ! 
Children of vanity ! Bubble-fed dreamers ! 
They with the waste o' the self-belonging heart 
Expiate fame : That 's all ! And then tibey die 
As the fool dies — as thou thyself must die. 
This very night ! 

Phil, (clutching ZehraJ. Fiend ! fiend ! is this 
What you said you would do for me ? 

Zeh. (shaking Philip off). Stand off ! 

(A sound of turning holts is heard.) 
Hark ! there they come. My pretty Imp of Death, 
Have thou the start o' them ! 

[^Zebba takes a phial from his hosom^and drinks it off. 

Enter a Soldier. 
Sold. All 's right, I see. {Exit the Soldier. 

K 
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Pkil. Howfitfeiitwilh jou^Zditm? 

Zeb. Dadmes haTe me. 

Body and aool ! Grood n%lit ! 

CZbbra /Mtfr ami tke li^kt, amd kiifM is Jksard m 
tie^fioar. 

PkiL (ttoopmg andfidimg kit jnd$$J. He 's staiklj dead. 
Why, ihen, good ni^ ! Whai wpaatB may be nying 
Good nuHTOw to bis soul, bidding bim welonne 
For my fiurewell— 4ib ! that's our beingfs puzzle. 
Lore is too strong a tenn ; but ibefe was in bim 
Something that £ew me to bim, in spite of all 
Wb croei soom. I noticed a side cdl 

Filled with loose eartb and straw (grtuping abatUj : Ay, bere it is ; 
1 11 dig a grave fin: bim, with my niuls eren, rather 
Than that be want the charity c^ earth 
To coyer him. - [Fhilsp £foet into tks Ms cM. 

SCENE XIL— ii Chamber in Ihmley T<no0r. 

Ladt Mbbytn reclining on a eoueh^ Blanche looking out at tht 

window. 

Lady Mer. What seest ihou now ? 

Blanche. The lights are moying still. 

But the thick tumult 's o'er. 

Lady Mer. In short, you do not see him ? 
He's Men, then. 

Blanche. O ! no, here he comes now. 

Lady Mer. I cannot rise! I 'm going &st from him ! 

[TiADT Merytn ewocne away. 

Enter Lord Wold. 

Wold. Mywife! Ah me! What haye they done to her, Blanche! 

Blanche. We tried to escape, and get to you, my Lord ; 
In passing;, Zebra smote her with a poniard, 
Smeared by that poisonous leech. I fear she 's dead. 

Wold (looking out at the window). Lose not a moment, guards ; 
bring Philip hither. 
The medidner : you know his place of ward. 

Blanche. She 's in a swoon, my Lord ; but not yet dead. 

Wold (bending over her J. Image of innocence ! 

Enter Chsards with Philip Db Valma. 

Few words, and no reproaches : Look, De Yalma, 
How fares it with this lady ; can you tell us ? 

Phil. She sleeps a deadly sleep : The wound is tainted. 

Wold. That we know. Zebra dealt it. But the poison 
Was got from you^ Haye you an antidote ? 

Phil. Think you, my !Lord, I 'd be a slaye 
To my own senrants ? No ; oyer the powera 
I use, howeyer subtle, I retain 
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The mastery of reversal : 'Tis my duty. 
That tragic sleep, swooning away to death, 
I can unlock 't. But there 's a mischief still : 
The poison's in the blood, there it has worked, 
But not long yet. I 'ye virtues can do much 
To check and drive it out, if they be backed 
By hope and joy in the patient. 

Wold. Hope and joy- 

Good lack ! But ! let 's try. 

Phil. No, Lord of Wold. 

I 'm a man that fears death. And, for that virgin, 
I wish her nought but good ; she liked my brodieri 
And mourned his death. I 'U die^ however ; yea, 
And let her perish, too, rather than make thee 
Lord of the joy of wedded life and issue. 
Here I stand on old wrongs. 

Wold. I know not what you mean. 

1 11 not debate it with you. EInow this, then :— 
I 'm a doomed man : I die at noon. 
Mark, too : — ^I'll take you on with me to Wold, 
To hdp me by the way, if I should &int; 
For I am wounded. You shall give me up 
Safe to my mother, to be executed. 
And you shall see me die^ and then be free 
To go where'er you list. Isn't that enough ? 
You're satisfied now ? Undo me then iUs horror 
Of venomous sleep. 

Phil. I'll do 'i with my whole heart ! 
I thought your doom revelled. But you must die i 
Magnanimous though you be^ I 'U see you die ! 
W^e, holy virgin ! 

Wold. Hold! 'twere merciful 
To let her sleep 'till all is o'er with me. 
Nay, 'twere a greater mercy still, to let her 
Sleep on for good and all : For, if she wake^ 
She wakes to lonely heaviness : All her days, 
Sorrow shall lodge within her house of tears— 
My widowed wife ! 

Yet wake her. Tis a wrong to human nature. 
To make it suffer in unconsciousness. 
Had I a limb to be lopped o£^ I 'd have it done 
In the full muster of my waking spirits. 
And natural strength of will : I 'd think it safest even, 
Not to say manliest So, to her love I owe it. 
To have her with me here all cognisant of 
My last extremity. Wake her. 

Phil. Maiden good ! 

Gome out o' that numbing sleep. Thy innocence 
Is handmaid to thy life here, and much helps 
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Nature's essential powers to thaw the spell. 
And let thee forth. Lady, come forth. 

\FuiLTP pours zomething from a phial into 
L(idy Mervyns lips^ and she revivet. 

Lady Mer. Where am I ? 

Wold. Fear not, I 'm here. 

Lady Mer, Lord of my life, is *t you ? 

Wold. Rise up, and come to me. 

Lady Mer. (rising. J O ! I am sayed ! 
But where 's our enemy ? 

Wold, Be not thou afraid, 

He '11 neyer hurt thee more. And now, dear one, 
I '11 take thee home to Meryyn. 

Lady Mer. And you '11 go with me ? 

Wold. I will. 

Lady Mer. And leaye me neyer more 
To those ill men ? O ! think me not too bold. 
For are you not my husband ? 

Wold. I 'ye still work to do. 

And I must leaye you before dawn and do it. 
Let 's haste. I '11 set you safe. Henry of England 
Himself shall guard you well, at my request, 
And for my sake. 

Lady mer. Ah ! why not you yourself? 
I fear some eyil yet ! 

Support me, my good Lord, I 'm yery faint. 
Come, Blanche, let's get our trayelling gear. 

Phil. We lose 

The precious time. Her wound must now be dressed 
With soyereign salyes. My cordial yirtues, too. 
Hour by hour she must drink. I 'ye got them here : 
This way, she 'U rest here till you get all ready. 

[^Philip opens a side door- 

Enter Mountnorris. 

Moumt. One word, my Lord : — All 's right without. How is't 
Within here, now ? I feared to tell you o 't. 

Wold. We'lldo thebest we can. Haste back to Wold, 
And say I 'm coming. I take home the lady. 
And follow you straight. 

Mount. What shall we do with Zebra? 

Phil. He's dead — self-poisoned. 

Wold. So? That's all, Mountnorris. 

The leech goes with me : For his broker's sake. 
And for some special help he yet must giye us, 
His life is spared. Come now. Dawn must be breaking. . 
Look out and tell me when the faintest grey 

Brindles the east. QMountnorris departs^ and all the rest 

go into the Ade chamber. 
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ACT V. 

SCENE L—The Outskirts of the Lon^ Wood. 

GoRT and Red Houndsley. 

Gort. Donley dead ! Zebra no more ! The thread of life cut ! 
The vital spark quenched ! Oh ! what is man ! But who told you 
all this ? 

Hounds. Two retainers of Dunley Tower, as they passed me down 
i* the wood. 

Gort. Dead ! defunct ! done ! Poor fellows ! We Ve lost our 
paymasters. 

Hounds. You 've a heart, good neighbour, I see. 

Gort. Why yes, as for that, some could tell — but I say nothing. 

Hounds. That Lady Mervyn 's good to the poor : I may well say 
it, knowing what she has done for my own old mother. Now that 
Dunley and Zebra are out of the way, and can't call us to account, 
we won t harm her : Come ! 

Gort. ' And what has our present business to do with her ? Can 
your thick red curly bullet of a head tell me that ? 

Hounds. Wold's betrothed to her: He's to die to-day, unless 
Chayr come to relieve him : And we 're here to kill Chayr, aren't we, 
and not let him do it ? 

Gort. Well, well; but we touched Zebra's gold — ^preliminary. 
He should have lived to pay us in full, though. But we touched his 
gold, and he threw himself on our honour ; and so we must act like 
men of honour, and put the fellow to death. I may say, farther, 
'twas poor Zebra's dying charge, he died so soon after he had laid the 
duty upon us : These dying injunctions must be obeyed. 

Hounds. Nay, let's off: Come ! 

Gort, If I do, stick me, for a weathercock, on the top of a thatched 
bam ! I Tl do the thing myself, then. 

Hounds. I wash my hands o't. 

Gort. Wash thy hands of the gold, also, and I '11 take the rlnsingg. 

\_Exit Red Houndsley. 
Was that liver of his boiled in the whey of Pharoah s lean kine ? The 
poor predestined spoon for the mouth of sucklings ! doesn't he know 
that Martin 's a great man now, and comforts us in this cutting off of 
Chayr ? Well, I believe I didn't tell the fellow that. So I '11 have 
all the honour of the achievement to myself — and what trifle of re- 
ward may be going, too. Stand fast, lads. I see the morning now. 

[Gort goes behind the brakes. 

SCENE 11.—^ Boom in Mervyn Castle. 

, Lord Wold an<^ Lady Mervyn. 

Lady Mer. O ! yes, I *m better. 
Glad, active hope — well may it now be mine ! — 
Will do the rest, as the leech says, and master 
The virulent venom. 
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Wold, Yonder 's the dawn now. 
I must be eone. 

Lady mer. Trust me, 'tis not the dawn. 
Rett till the morning break. 

Wold. Farewell, my Isabella ; 
1 11 soon set rest enough ! 

Lady Mer. Say you this sadly ? 
Ah me ! What is't ? There 's something in your look ! 

Wold. You 're young, but just of heart ; and I must tell you all :— 
My life is forfeit ; I go back to death : 
My mother let me forth to set you safe ; 
But I 'm her prisoner still, under death's doom : 
I die at noon : And I must back to Wold 
Ere the sun's up— -such was the pledge I gaye her. 

Lady Mer, Is it so, after all i 
1 11 with you, then, and plead upon my knees. 

Wold, You cannot pass her gates : No child of Mervyn 
Will she let in. 

Lady Mer, Ho, there ! I 'U get me rags ; 
111 be a beggar, and get in. Once in, 
I '11 make her pardon you. Speak not, my Lord, 
How can I live with this lethsurgic poison 
Still in my heart, unless I conquer it 
With hope and action ? Said not the leech so ? 
And will you kill me, then ? I '11 go, be sure of that. 

Wold, This is vain fondness, Sm, 

Lady Mer, You shall not go. 

I will not let you go. I '11 call my guards. 
I '11 keep you prisoner here : You 've slain my cousin, Dunley ; 
1 11 make you answer for 't : Your mother shall not have you. 
Ho, there ! Ah me ! 

Wold, Look, yonder 's the sun now 
Sending his redness up the envious east. 
I must be gone. Send me away, true virgin, 
I charge you, now. 

Lady Mer, Ay, you must go. Go, then ! 

pLxDY Mervyn hows her head^ and hides her face wii^ 
her handy while Lord Wold yoee. 
Is he gone ? Blanche ! 

Enter Blanche. 

Is he away ? Oh ! yes. 

[^They go to the ioindovf^ 
Yonder he rides away in his old Roman faith ! 
The leech is with him. Who 's yon female form, 
That runs before them with her loins girt up ? 
Blanche, 'Tis Afra of the Cave. 
Lady Mer, 1 know she hates Wold's house. 

^-»* ftVie loves me. Is 't Afra, think you ? Yes. 
ow she strikes her harp ! 
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How her wild hair is streaming on the wind ! 
She's like Bome prophetess, carried away 
Upon the whirlwind-wings of Judgment. 

Blanche, They disappear down in the woody vale. 

Lady Mer, Get me some garb forlorn, 

Glee-maiden s, or beggar s, quick ; I 'U try Wold's gates. 

Blanche. Oh ! my good Lady ! 

Lady Mer. Am I to sit here, 

And sleep to death, while such things are a-doing ? 
We 11 go as we are, then. Ho there ! get our horses. 
Let 's try 't at least. At worst, they can but refuse 
To let us in. 

Enter a Servant, 

Ser. Madam, the Loyal Harper's daughter craves audience on life 
and death. 

Lady Mer. Admit her. 

\jrhe Servant brings in Bachel, and retires. 
Come in, Bachel. 
Ba4ih, Haste, haste, Lady of Merryn ! Out with all your men 
to the Long Wood. That way comes Sir Lionel Chayr, before the 
hour of execution, bringing deliverance for the Lord of Wold. But 
evil men are in the wood to intercept and slay him, that Lord Wold 
may perish. With you it rests now to save them both ! 
Lady Mer, How know you all this, damsel ? 
Bach, I was giving a little morning help to our blind, palsied old 
neighbour, the widow Houndsley, one of your Ladyship's pensioners, 
when in came hex ill-favoured, ill-doing son, and flung himself down 
moodily on a seat. I was putting on the old woman ihe new gar- 
ments you had given her, when her grateful heart burst forth in 
blessings upon you. Up started her son, when he heard it, and prayed 
me to run to Mervyn Castle with the message I have just delivered. 
He was in the plot himself as one of worse men's tools, but had re- 
pented in time. From shame, he would not face you himself. But 
Oh ! we 're losing time ! 

Lady Mer, I '11 lead my men myself, and guard Chayr through, 
^vdll keep me alive. Come, Blanche. Could I but save 
Wold's honoured life, I 'd die content : O ! joy, 
Ooidd I but do it ! Hold — ^Blanche, 1 11 send you on 
Quite round the wood. Keep clear of it. Then fall 
On the main road. Go onward. You may be 
In time to meet Sir Lionel, ere he entar 
The place of ambush. Warn him thus to shun 
The forest way, and strike to Wold dear through 
The open country. I with our force, ihe while, 
"Will down the wood, and help him if he's there. 
To horse, good lass. Trusty young Crackenthorpe 
Shall go with you. Bachel, great lives do hang 
On what you 've done fw us here : You are our friend. 

[_Exeunt, 
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SCENE 111.— The Main Gate of Wold Castle. The Duchess op 
Wold is seen walking on the battlements. 

Enter Afra, running. 

Afra. She-dragon, thou on high. 
Walking alone there, terrible, look down : 
Open your gates : He 's here : Let in the man ! 

Enter Lord Wold and Philip De Valma. 

Duch. My Lord, the sun is in the eastern trees. 

Wold. I 'm here, my mother. 

Duch. You Ve done well. Come in. 

\Thegate is opened hy one of the Guards of Wold, 
and Lord Wold and Philip De Valma go in. 
Afra. Let me in, too. I '11 to the tops o' the towers, 
And look down on it all ! 

[[Afra is admitted^ and the gate is shut. 

SCENE lY.— The Long Wood— A Well. 

Enter Sir Lionel Chatr, leading his horse. 

Chayr. Here 's the blessed well ! Come, my good nag, you shall 
taste its crystal freshness ; and then I know you can do me just one 
little mile or two more. What ! Dickon, my man, are you really go- 
ing to fail me in this pinch ? Come now ; you shall breathe a few 
minutes, too, and I '11 give you another bail. There now, dip your 
muzzle in the coldness. 

[[Chayr lets his horse taste the water and breathe a little, 
himself resting the while on the brink oftheweU. 
Such is the weight of the deliverance 
I bear with me, I stagger under it. 
As 'neath a load of gold. Could I but save Lord Wold, 
And make that dear young one of Mervyn happy, 
What wouldn't I do ! Would she had been my wife ! 
Well, well, she has chosen better. 
Thank God, I 've got thus far, and into day's safe light ! 
The anxiety of my purpose makes me jealous 
Of all I meet : Not a hind coming up, 
However trudgingly, but seems Ml bent 
To stop me in my way : Not even a market-girl. 
But looks as if she 'd brain me with her basket 
Of butter and honey : The dull ox is a bull 
To gore my horse's flanks, that I may not get on. 
Where 's the sun now ? Would I could turn hipi back 
One hour on Mercy's dial ! But we '11 do : 
He 's a stage short yet of his half-way house. 
Come now, old Dickon, you must take me on. 
One pull more, boy, and if your good limbs save 
The Lord of Wold, we 'U shoe you with gold shoes. 
What 's better for you, man, we '11 make you free 
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C the flowery meadows : ne'er another labour 
Shall you be tasked to. Come. 

^As Chayb is about to mount his horse, Gobt and his 
men rush in, and attack him. 
What 's this, masters mine ? Oho ! hare at yon, then ! 

\They fight, and Chayr m wounded deeply. 
Gort. Take care, lads, here 's a rescue at hand ! Led on by an 
Amazon, too ! Tip me an arrow into her. Fiercely, by way of Cu- 
pid's bolt ; and see you cleaye the apple o' her heart. Quick, man, 
or we 're undone ! \J)ne of the party shoots out. 

Enter Lady Mervyn with an arrow sticking in her waist, her 
men with her. 

Lady Mer. Strike home, fiiends. Heed not me. ! save that 
Ejiight) 
For he 's on life and dea& ! 

[[Lady Mervyn's m,en attack Gort's party, and drive them 
out, after killing Gort himself. 

Chayr. Oh ! are you slain, dear Lady ? 
Let me draw forth this arrow from your side. 

Lady Mer. No, no, let it alone, life might come out with it. 
And I must not die yet : There 's much to do. 
Let's on to Wold. Hare you deliyerance ? 
What are our own cheap lives, let's save Lord Wold ! 
Have you deliverance ? 

Chayr. Yes. 

Lady Mer. You're hurt so, gallant youth, 

I fear you'll ne'er reach Wold : 
Can I not hasten on before, with what 
Authority of respite or of pardon 
You bring with you ? 

Chayr. They would not let you in. 
Come on with me. This mars us wofully. 
O ! stay thy orb, thou sun ! 

Lady Mer. Our horses, there ! 

Support this Knight 

Chayr. I 'U let my own nag go. 
And mount one of your freshest. ^Exeunt the whole party. 

SCENE v.— ^ Court in Wold Castle, before the Prison. 

Lord Wold is brought out bareheaded by Martin and a party of 
Soldiers; Philip De Valma with them. 

Mar. Quick, now ! The sun is touching noon. 
An Old Soldier. Methinks, with your leave. Captain, 'tis scarcely 
noon yet. 

Mar, Peace, loon ! The bastinado shall teach you whether 'tis 
noon or not. To the place of execution ! On ! 

[The party march out with funeral music. 

l 
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SCENE YL— Outside tJu Gate of Wold Castle. 

Enter Lady Mervyn and Chayr. Lady Mervyn's men pause 

behind. 

Chayr. Nature can do no more in me. 
Here's water, I must drink. 
Guards, there, you are charged to let me in ; 
Open the gate, this Lady will go in. 
And act for me : I 'm faint. 
This paper, Madam — ^'tis deliverance — 
Haste to the Duchess with it, she *11 respect it ; 
If not, plead, plead, yourself! 
Lose not a moment more : Away, away ! 
Support her on, there. 

I '11 follow — ^if I can. [Lady Mervyn tV admitted. 

Merciful water ! |^Chayr sinks down at a spring^ and drinks. 

SCENE VII.— ^» Apartment in Wold Castle. 
The Duchess of Wold anJ Janet Oldthorn, making grave-clothes. 

Duch, Are you done, Janet ? 

Janet. Yes, Madam. 

Duch. His shroud 

Is ready for him, then. What o'clock is 't ? 

Janet, It must he near noon now. Oh me ! 

Duch. Sit still : 

Go not out, child. 

Janet. Oh ! I can sit no longer. 
This silence is so terrible, my heart 
Is like to burst, expecting eveiy moment 
To hear — Oh ! Madam, let 's go out, I pray you. 
And not sit here ! 

Duch. Whither? 

Janet. I do not know. 

I think I 'm going to die. 

Unter Lady Mervyn and/alls on her knee be/ore the Duchess. 

Lady Mer. Stay the execution ! Read, read ! 

Duch. What 's this ? Richard's own seal ? 

\^The Duchess takes the letter from Lady Mervyn, 
opens the sealy and reads as follows : — " Cousin and 
Sister of Wold — By the premature greyness of this 
hair ofoursy a lock of which is herewith sent thee^ <w 
the last token in our power of our affection for the 
most heroic amd devoted of all our friends^ we com- 
mand thee to spare and love thy son^ wJiom weforgi'M 
and purge of treason^ and to let him marry the Lady 
Isabella of Mervyn. The gallant Sir Lionel Chayr 
bears this our message^ and we commend him to your 
Grace. Richard." 
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Duch, Precious pledge ! 

\The Duchess /72eto the loch of hair in Jier bosom. 
Lady Mer, O ! do you spare him, then ? 

He 's out to execution. 

Duch. Hie thee, Janet, 

With this mj signet : Martin knows it : Tell him 
The execution 's stopped : Summon him straight to me. 

{_The Duchess gives Janet her ring^ and the damsel 
hastes out. 
Who are you that plead thus ? 

Lady Mer. Fain would I say, Your Daughter ! 
£>tcch. King Richard's will is law, the more since he 's brought 
low. 
I do resist no longer. Rise, my child, 
And kiss me. 

[^The Duchess raises Lady Mertyn and kisses her. 
Lady Mer. Thou art my mother ! 

IThe Dead Bell of Wold tolls. 
Duch. (dropping Richards letter.) 'Tis over. We 're too late ! 
Lady Mer, No, no ! It shall not be ! 

[[Lady Mbrvyn rtuhes out. 

Enter Janet OLDT^oRN• 

Janet. The bell ! the bell ! I saw him down? and turned. 
There 's your ring, Madam. 

Duch. Let 's to our inner chamber, 
And wait it there. \_Exeunt. 



SCENE Ylll.— The Place of Execution in Wold. 

Philip De Valma, Martin, and Soldiers. Lord Wold is seen 
lying on the ground in his blood ; a grim old soldier holding the 
bloody sword that transfixed him, 

{The Bell is still tolling. 
Mar. Silence that bell, now ; who is *t that tolls so ? 
A Soldier, Tis the mad woman, Afra of the Cave. Our guards 
durst not refuse her admittance. And, under dread of her demon dis- 
pleasure, she made the soldier who was to toll, let her do it ; he giv- 
ing her the signal when. 

I^Lady Mervyn rushes in^ and kneels by 
Lord Wolds dead body. 
Lady Mer. Stay, my dear Lord, I 'm coming with you ! 
^hat ! not one word for me ? {^Dies. 

Enter Sir Lionel Chayr, leaning on a spear. 

Chayr. How 's this ? Is this the deliverance 
I struggled for to the death ? Oh ! evil day ! 
And she 's there, too ? Beautiful child of Mervyn, 
I'll look at thee once more : Tis a sweet face ! 
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Bear in these bodies. [A trumpet is heard at the gaU, 

Hold ! \The trumpet blows again. 

Tis a bold note ! 

J^The trumpet blows a third time. 

Again? 

Enter the Duchess op Wold. 

Duch. What arro^int summoner's that ? 

Chayr. Methinks, 'tis Henry's blast 

Duoh, ! would it were ! We 'd shew him, then — ^But first, 
Take in that body. 

Chayr. Oh ! look, Madam — ^bodies. 

Duch. Bodies ? How so ? 

Chayr. Lord Wold's, and his young bride's. 

She, too, is dead ; slain, bringing help to him. 
Angel of duty ! Rarest of God's creatures 
In this sore world of ours ! The unconquerable strength 
Of a wife's love, determined not to die 
Till she had done the last for him. 

That, and nought else but that, could hare sustained her life 
Up to this moment, with that fatal arrow 
Buried in her dear side : Wo worth the day ! 
Had I not been waylaid by evil men, 
I should have saved him. May the God 
Who measured out to me my strength of life. 
Forgive me that I fainted ! 

Duch. Being pardoned by his King, and purged of treason. 
My son shall lie with his fathers. Not otherwise 
Could this have been. With him shall Ke his bride : 
Under King Richard's wish, she was his virtual wife. 

\The trumpet blows again at thegat^* 
Oldthom ! — Ah ! — See what 's ado there, Martin : 
Draw off your force ; defend the gate ; 
Hurling defiance out on them — ^that first. 
We '11 see the bodies in, then join you straightway. 
But leave us four o' your men, to bear them in. 

^Faur old Soldiers take up the bodies^ Martin draws off the tf^^ 
FoUow me in, we *11 lay them 
On the black marble table of our aisle, 
Till we dispose of this new summoner 
That's knocking at our gates. You're wounded, Chayr-— 
I 'm grieved to see it — ^rest thee on this rock 
A minute's space : 1 11 be here straight : Your arm 
Can't help us in this pinch, but we must have your counsel. 

Phil, (aside). ShaU she still Uve ? ShaU she be proud ? 
She has ta'en my work from me, 1 11 punish her for 't ! 
I 've missed my heart's true one, that son of hers. 
And all through her ; I '11 conquer 
His conqueror, then ! I '11 bring her down ! 
And, in the very doing o't, 
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See if I don't convict her of the weakness 

Of kissing her dead son, for all the pride 

That doomed him as a traitor ! 

Darconnell's ancient house shall put them down. 

All, all of them ! Our house survives their house, 

Were 't hut for one short hour ! That 's something ! 

I '11 follow her in, and watch some way to do it. 

[Fb^ilip follows the party with the bodies. 
[[Chayr sits down faint <m a rocky seat. Alarms are heard 
at the gate. 
Chayr. What can it be ? 
! Henry, were you here, I 'd tell you of 
Your King and mine. King Richard : It would make 
Your trumpets less triumphant, I do think. 
Held in just hands, the sword may burst and blossom 
With the white flowers of peace ; but in your hand 
'Twill be a hard unmitigated edge. 
Brandished o'er England ; save when it returns 
Home to the nethermost parts of your own belly, 
Searching them with a trenching retribution. 

{Fresh alarms are heard. 
There 's something wrong. 

A Soldier mshes in. 

What is 't, friend ? 
Sold. Where 's the Duchess ? 

{The Soldier passes on. 
Afra (crying within). Wo ! wo ! wo ! 
Chayr. That ciy was from within. 'Twas as the cry 
Of sorrow ; but had triumph in it, too. 

Enter the Duchess of Wold, in armour^ hut pale and fain% 
leaning upon her sword — ^Philip Db Valma com^ following her. 
Also Janet Oldthorn and others. 

Duch. Let 's to the gate ! 

Enter another Soldier, running. 

Sold. Treason, treason. Madam ! 

Duch. Out with it, sirrah ! 

Sold. A force from the new King demanded entrance 

Duch. And were denied — defied ? 

Sold. They're in, then. Madam, 

-And masters here. Martin himself opened, 
•And let them in. 

Du^h. The traitor ! Bring him hither. 

Sold. He 's dealt with already, please your Grace : Old Grimsby 
That fought wi' your Grace's father, cut him down. 

Duch. 'Tis well. What have we here ? 
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Unter Henry the Fourth, Hastings, and Captaiiu. 

Henry, Where 's my renowned brother, 
Thomas of Wold ? 

Duch, What would you with the dead ? 

Henry, Is it so ? I 'm too late, then ? Duchess of Wold, I 
charge you 
With an unnatural, lawless act of blood. 
Nevertheless, for your son s sake, my friend, 
Whom I came spurring to rescue-— for I learned 
From Hastings in what peril he was here. 
Within your cruel gripe— I leave you 
To your own heart, and give you back this Castle, 
Which now is ours. 

Duch, (to Janet OldthomJ. Go, damsel, and get ready 
For our departure. Not an hour we stay 
Under their eleemosynary roof. 
Rebellion-won. Put up the simplest things. 
We pass to France : We leave this traitor land. 
Before I go, take this from me. Usurper : — 
AH Government 

Is a locked struggle, an eternal agony 
Of forces and obstructions, even to Kings 
On lawful thrones : Add bloody usurpation 
To that uneasiness, and make your bed 
Of down, if you can : Your crowned head shall lie 
Upon a sheadF of thorns. Yea, in the issues 
Of family life, your children and your wife 
Shall sit in anxious fear, and restlessly 
Look out at every window for your coming ; 
And every soimd of every street shall be 
To their alarmed ear the hollow tread > 

Of the avenger s feet, making haste to avenge 
King Richard's blood ; for he 11 be murdered : You 
Hold your crown of that murder — ^won't you do it. 
You, or your tools ? 

Henry, Woman of blood yourself, 
You do interpret me from your own heart. 

Ckayr, Save him, then, good my Lord ! 
He 's in the jaws of death. Grim threatening faces 
Are roimd about him. I beheld them there. 
When I last night prayed for, and got admittance 
To Pomfret Castle. On my knees I begged 
Richard to interfere, and get Lord Wold's life spared. 
Then when he took my borrowed sword, and shore 
A lock with it from his head already grey. 
To send in his letter on with me to Wold — 
Token that he forgave with all his heart 
Lord Wold, his enemy, and would have him spared-— 
He told me, smiling sweetly, he could wish 
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That sword for his bed-fellow there. I begged to stay 
And guard his life. He pushed me out : " Spur, spur 
For Wold !'* he said. But first he made me promise 
To stand to the death by his heroic sister, 
The faithful woman of Wold : His bosom heaved. 
As if 'twould burst, and tears ran down his cheeks. 
Speaking of all that she had done for him. 
Despite his own harsh usage of her house. 
My Eang ! 

Be his faults what they may, he 's of a kingly heart. 
So fear thou, Henry of Lancaster ! 
D\ich, What tragic comer 's this ? 

Enter a Gentleman in haste. 

Gent. Woful news, Madam ! 

King Richard's miurdered. Woful though it be, 
I thought it dutiful to post and tell you 
The news, you being his last best friend. 

Henry. My soul 

Abhors the deed : It makes me heavy sad. 

{The Duchess of Wold turns in silence to depart^ and 
falls down dead. 

Henry. Raise her. 

[[Chayr and others raise the body. 

Chayr. She 's dead. 

FhU. (aside). Had not her heart been of the mightiest mould, 
She had ne'er held out till now, conquering my potent art. 
I 've done it, then ! 

And yet. Oh ! yet, all of them loved my brother : 
They should have Kved for that — I think they should : 
There was no blood in that, no flavour of death ! 
I'm damned for what I've done! Me! Me! 

Chayr. Great was she of spirit ; 
But Richard's murder was too much for her. 
And took her loyal life. 

Afra. (appearing on one of the battlements above J. Not so. 

Henry. Who 's she ? 

Chayr, Let her alone, my Lord ; she *s a wild thing. 
The subject of no law. 

Afra. 'Tis due to Wold, 

To know, no silly feeling slew that woman, 
^ The noblest of her race. She has had foul play. 
That leech, seize him ! The villain ! 
He has done a personal wickedness, as if 
Twere necessary in the eternal vindications ! 
Doing revenge by cowardly murder, not 
By open daring ! Killing women, too ! 
Seize him ! 

Henry. Come down, and tell us what you mean. 

Afra. Take in her body. Lay her with the rest. 
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Then look at them all, lying on that black table 

Of solemn stone ! 

Their lives, their deaths, their everything, themselves, 

One tragic picture — there ! 

I with 3ie Prophet's ring of iron Fate 

Have bound them round about — I've framed the tragic picture ! 

There! 

Chayr. Yet say, good woman, in plain terms, how was 
This third death brought about ? I saw her pale 
And j^unt, when she came out. 

Afra, Worldly ears cannot hear 

My higher mysteries. For the literal fact : — 
Hither I came, 

On the high tide of Judgment running in 
Foaming at these doomed doors, to see Wold's end. 
The bodies went to the aisle. I went before. 
I took my place in the inner chamber of 
Their bygone greatness ; 
Defying their proud shadows all, to see 
The last o' their line brought in, there to be laid 
Down with the worm. 

The dead ones were borne in, and stretched on a black stone, 
Outside the door o' the aisle. The Dame of Wold 
Staid not to see this done ; she bade the attendants 
Do it, and then withdraw, all of them : She 
Would go the while, and put her armour on, 
And then come back alone, and see that all 
Was right with the bodies. 
Looking from out my place, I saw the leech 
Come stealing out of a dark and secret nook. 
When all were gone. He moistened from a phial 
Lord Wold's dead Kps. Back slunk the serpent then, 
Hearing her Grace return. With a last kiss 
She kissed her son. Instant the deadly syrup — 
For such it must have been ; but no suspicion 
Had I till then — quelled her. Back su^ she ; 
Yet rose, and staggered out The killing taint 
Has mastered her at length. 

Henry. What say you, Sir, to this ? 

PhU. 'Tis true. 

Henry, Seize him. Make ^t his hands : 

[Gtuirds seize Philip. 
Let them not reach what subtle drugs he has 
About his person. He must not escape, 
By any pride or seeming dignity 
Of self-disposal, the just doom of being 
A terror in his end — a spectacle. 
And warning to the world. Take him away, 
The law shall deal with him as a murderer. 

Ckayr. Who murdered his young brother s dearest friends ! 
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Phil. Oh! 

Chayr. His own friends, his trusting, innocent friends ! 
Look at your bloody work ! 

Phil, Take me away ! 

Might they but live ! But 'twas not written so 
In the Old Dateless Book : I ve done the things 
Appointed me to do. 

Henry. Your doctrine 's worse 
Even than your deeds. But we '11 not bandy words. 
Away with him. 

[Exeunt Soldiers with Philip Db Valma. 
Brave Chayr, 
Faithfril you've been to Richard. Fain would we 
Have you our own, now that his day is past. 

Chayr, My Lord, I thank you for your courtesy. 
I *m heavily wounded, and may sink at once 
When nature's utmost muster for this crisis 
Is spent in me, the crisis being o'er. 
But if I live, I go to Palestine. 
England's no more England for me. 
I 'm in your power, my Lord ; I Tl tax your grace thus far, 
To let me go. But first, with your high leave, 
I 'd bury those dead ones : I beg that office. 

Henry. Take up that honoured body. Bear her in. 
With drooping banners, and with moumfrd music. 
We 11 foUow on behind. With aU her faults, 
England is proud of her. True-hearted Chayr, 
You 've won the privilege to see them have 
Due obsequies. As for your other prayer, 
Tis granted too. 

Afra. I 've no joy in these deaths ! 
I 've triumphed o'er them all, I 've seen the end, 
Waiting on Merlin, for the sake of Wales ! 
Back now 1 11 go to the place of my fathers. 
And die beside their graves ! 

[[Afra disappears from above. Soldiers hear off the body 
of the Duchess of Woldy with lowered banners^ and a 
dead march ; King Henry, Sir Lionel Chayr, and the 
resty following. 



end of the tragedy, 



M 



THE DEVIL'S DREAM. 



Beyond ihe north where Ural hills from polar tempests run, 
A glow went forth at midnight hour as of unwonted sun ; 
Upon the north at midnight hour a mighty noise was heard. 
As if with all his trampling waves the Ocean were unbarred ; 
And high a grizzly Terror himg, upstarting from below, 
like fiery arrow diot alofr from some immeasured bow. 

n. 

Twas not the obedient Seraph's form that bums before the Throne, 
Whose feathers are the pointed flames that tremble to be gone : 
With twists of faded glory mixed, grim shadows wove his wing ; 
An aspect like the hurrying storm proclaimed the Infernal King. 
And up he went, from native might, or holy suflferance given. 
As if to strike the starry boss of the high and vaulted heaven. 

in. 

Aloft he turned in middle air like falcon for his prey. 
And bowed to all the winds of heaven as if to flee away ; 
Till broke a cloud — a phantom host, like glimpses of a dream. 
Sowing the Syrian wilderness with many a restless gleam : 
He knew the flowing chivalry, the swart and turbaned train. 
That ^ had pushed the Moslem faith, and peopled well his reign : 

IV. 

With stooping pinion that outflew the Prophet's winged steed. 
In pride throughout the desert bounds he led the phantom speed ; 
But prouder yet he turned alone and stood on Tabor hill, 
With scorn as if the Arab swords had little helped his will : 
With scorn he looked to west away, and left their train to die, 
like a thing that had awaked to life from the gleaming of his eye* 



What hill is like to Tabor hill in beauty and in fame ? 
There in the sad days of his flesh o'er Christ a gloiy came ; 
And light o'erflowed him like a sea, and raised his shining brow ; 
And the Voice went forth that bade all worlds to God's Beloved boW- 
One thought of this came o'er the Fiend, and raised his startled form ; 
And up he drew his swelling skirts as if to meet the storm. 

VI. 

With wing that stripped the dews and birds from off the boughs of 

night, 
Down over Tabor's trees he whirled his fierce distempered flight ; 
And westward o'er the shadowy earth he tracked his earnest way, 
Till o'er him shone the utmost stars that hem the skirts of day ; 
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Then higher 'neath the sun he flew aboye all mortal ken, 

Yet looked what he might see on earth to raise his pride again. 

VII. 

He saw a form of Africa low sitting in the dust ; 

The feet were chained, and sorrow thrilled throughout the sable bust. 

The idol, and the idol's priest he hailed upon the earth, 

And every slavery that brings wild passions to the birth. 

All forms of human wickedness were pillars of his fame, 

All sounds of human misery his kingdom s loud acclaim. 

vni. 

Exulting o'er the rounded earth again he rode with Night, 
Till, sailing o'er ihe untrodden top of Aksbeck high and white, 
He closed at once his weary wings, and touched Uie shining hill ; 
For less his flight was easy strength than proud imconquered will : 
For sin had dulled his native strength, and spoilt the holy law 
Of impulse whence the Archangel forms their earnest being draw. 

IX. 

And sin had drunk his brightness, since his Heavenly days went by : 
Shadows of care and sorrow dwelt in his proud immortal eye ; 
Like little sparry pools that glimpse 'midst murk and haggard rocks, 
Quick fltful gleams came o'er his cheek black with the thunder-strokes; 
Like c^ast of lurid darkness were his forehead's shade and light, 
Lit by some far volcanic fire, and strewed with wrecks of night. 

X. 

Like hovering bird that fears the snare, or like the startled Sleep 

That ne'er its couch on eyelids of blood-guilty men will keep. 

His ruffled form that trembled much, his swarthy soles unblest, 

As if impatient to be gone, still hovering could not rest ; 

Still looking up unto the moon clear set above his head. 

Like mineral hill where gold grows ripe, sore gleams his forehead shed. 

XI. 

Winds rose: from'neath his settling feet were driven great drifts of snow; 
Like hoary hair from off his head did white clouds streaming go ; 
The gulfy pinewoods far beneath roared surging like a sea ; 
From out their lairs the striding wolves came howling awfully. 
But now upon an ice-glazed rock, severely blue, he leant. 
His spirit heedless of the storm that roimd about him went. 

XII. 

In nature's Joy he felt fresh night blow on his fiery scars ; 
Jn proud Regret he fought anew his early hapless wars ; 
I'rom human misery lately seen, his Malice yet would draw 
-A hope to blast one plan of God, and check sweet Mercy's law ; 
-An endless line of future years was stem Despair's control ; 
-And deep these master Passions wove the tempest of his soul. 
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xni. 
O ! for the form in Heaven that bore the mom upon his brow ! 
Now, run to worse than mortal dross, that Lucifer must bow. 
And o'er him rose, from Passions' strife, like spraj-doud from the 

deep, 
A slumber, not the Cherub's soft and gauzy vail of sleep, 
But like noon's breathless thunder-cloud, of sultry smothered gleam ; 
And God was still against his soul to plague him with a dream. 

xrv. 

In vision he was borne away, where Lethe's slippery wave 

Creeps hke a black and shining snake into a silent cave, — 

A place of still and pictured life : its roof was ebon air. 

And blasted as with dim eclipse the sun and moon were there : 

It seemed the grave of man's lost world — of Beauty caught by blight 

The Dreamer knew the work he marred, and felt a Fiend's dehght. 

XV. 

The lofty cedar on the hills by viewless storms was swung. 
And high the thunder-fires of heaven among its branches hung; 
In drowsy heaps of feathers sunk, aU fowls that fly were there. 
Their heads for ever 'neath their wings, no more to rise in air ; 
From woods the forms of lions glared, and hasty tigers broke ; 
The harnessed steed lay in his pains, the heifer 'neath the yoke. 

XVI. 

All creatures once of earth are there, all sealed with Death's pale 



On Lethe's shore : dull sliding by her sleepy waters steal. 
O'er cities of imperial name, and styled of endless sway, 
The silent river slowly creeps, and licks them all away. 
This is the place of God's First Wrath — ^the mute creation's fall- 
Earth marred — ^the woes of lower life— oblivion over all. 

XVII. 

Small joy to him that marred our world ! for he is hurried on. 
Made, even in dreams, to dread that place where yet he. boasts his 

throne : 
Through portals driven, a horrid pile of grim and hollow bars. 
Wherein clear spirits of tinctured Kfe career in prisoned wars, 
Down on the Second Lake he 's bowed, where final fate is wrought 
In meshes of eternal fire o'er beings of moral thought. 

xvni. 

A giant rock, like mineral stone, instinct with dull red glow, 
Its summit hid in darkness, rose from out the gulf below, 
Whose fretted surf of gleaming waves still broke against its sides. 
All serpents, as if spim from out the lashings of those tides. 
Sprung disengaged, and darted up that damned cUff amain, 
Their bellies skmned with glossy fire ; But none came down again. 
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XIX. 

These be the Cares, still coming Cares, that hang upon Hell's 

throne, 
And live with him, nor leave him, who has reared it on that stone. 
Clouds roimd it are, that he at will may hide his haughty wo ; 
But ah I no fence has it to stay those comers from below. 
The Dreamer heard a kingly groan : his own voice ill suppressed 
He knew, but could not see himself on his high seat distressed. 

XX. 

Far off, upon the fire-burnt coast, some naked beings stood ; 

Down o'er them, like a stream of mist, the Wrath was seen to 

brood. 
At half-way distance stood, with head beneath his trembling wing. 
An Angel shape, intent to shield his special suffering. 
And nearer, as if overhead, were voices heard to break ; 
Yet were they cries of souls that lived beneath the weltering Lake. 

XXI. 

And ever, as with grizzly gleam the crested waves came on, 
Up rose a melancholy form with short impatient moan. 
Whose eyes like Kving jewels shone, clear-purged by the flame ; 
And sore the salted fires had washed the thin immortal firame ; 
And backward, in sore agony, the Being stripped its locks, 
As a maiden, in her beauty's pride, her clasped tresses strokes. 

xxn. 

High tumbling hills of glossy ore reeled in the yellow smoke. 

As shaded round the uneasy land their sultry summits broke. 

Above them lightnings to and fro ran crossing evermore. 

Till, like a red bewildered map, the skies were scribbled o'er. 

High in the unseen cupola o'er all were ever heard 

The mustering stores of Wrath that fast their coming forms prepared. 

xxin. 

Wo, wo to him whose wickedness first dug this glaring pit ! 
For this new terrors in his soul by God shall yet be lit. 
In vision still to plague his heart, the Fiend is stormed away. 
In dreadfrd emblem to behold what waits his future day ; 
Away beyond the thundering bounds of that tremendous Lake, 
Through dim bewildered shadows that no Kving semblance take. 

XXIV. 

O'er soft and unsubstantial shades that towering visions seem. 
Through kingdoms of forlorn repose, went on the hurrying dream ; 
Till down, where feet of hills might be, he by a Lake was stayed 
Of still red fire — a molten platQ of terror unallayed — 
A mirror where Jehovah's Wrath, in majesty alone. 
Comes in the night of worlds to see its armour girded oiu 
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XXV. 

The awful walls of shadows ronnd might dusky mountains seem, 
But never holy light hath touched an outline with its gleam ; 
'Tis but the eye's bewildered sense that fain would rest on form. 
And make night's thick blind presence to created shapes conform. 
No stone is moved on mountain here by creeping creature crossed, 
No lonely harper comes to harp upon this fiery coast. 

XXVI. 

Here all is solemn idleness : no music here, no jars, 
Where Silence guards the coast, e'er thrill her everlasting bars. 
No sun here shines on wanton isles ; but o'er the burning sheet 
A rim of restless halo shakes, which marks the internal heat ; 
As, in the days of beauteous earth, we see with dazzled sight 
The red and setting sun o'erflow with rings of welling light 

XXVII. 

Oh ! here in dread abeyance lurks of uncreated things 

The Last Lake of God's Wrath, where He his first great Enemy 

brings. 
Deep in tiie bosom of the gulf the Fiend was made to stay. 
Till, as it seemed, ten thousand years had o'er him rolled away : 
In dreams he had extended life to bear the fiery space ; 
But all was passive, dull, and stem ^vithin his dwelling-place. 

XXVIII. 

O ! for a blast of tenfold ire to rouse the giant surge. 
Him from that flat fixed lethargy impetuously to urge ! 
Let him but rise, but ride upon the tempest-crested wave 
Of fire enridged tumultuously, each angry thing he 'd brave ! 
The strokes of Wrath, thick let them fall ! a speed so glorious dread 
Would bear him through, the clinging pains would strip firom off his 
head. 

XXIX. 

At last, from out the barren womb of many thousand years, 

A sound as of the green-leaved earth his thirsty spirit cheers ; 

And O ! a presence soft and cool came o'er his burning dream, 

A form of beauty clad about with fair creation's beam ; 

A low sweet voice was in his ear, thrilled through his inmost soul, 

And these the words that bowed his heart with softly sad control : — ' 

XXX. 

'' No sister e'er hath been to thee with pearly eyes of love ; 
No mother e'er hath wept for thee, an outcast from above ; 
No hand hath come from out the cloud to wash thy scarred face ; 
No voice to bid thee lie in peace, the ijoblest of thy race : 
But bow thee to the God of Love, and all shall yet be well. 
And yet in days of holy rest and gladness thou shalt dwell. 
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XXXI. 

^'And thou shalt dwell 'midst leaves and rills far £rom this torrid 

heat, 
And I with streams of cooling milk will bathe thy blistered feet ; 
And when the troubled tears shall start to think of all the past, 
My mouth shall haste to kiss them off, and chase thy sorrows &st ; 
And thou shalt walk in sof); white light with longs and priests 



And thou shalt summer high in bliss upon the hills of God." 

XXXII. 

So spake the unknown Cherub's voice, of sweet affection full, 
And dewy lips the Dreamer kissed till his lava breast was cool. 
In dread revulsion woke the Fiend, as from a mighty blow. 
And sprung a moment on his wing his wonted strength to know ; 
Like ghosts that bend and glare on dark and scattered shores of 

night. 
So turned he to each point of heaven to know his dream aright. 

XXXIII. 

The vision of this Last Stem Lake, oh ! how it plagued his soul, 

Type of that dull eternity that on him soon must roll. 

When plans and issues all must cease that earHer care beguiled. 

And never era more shall be a landmark on the wild : 

Nor £ulure nor success is there, nor busy hope nor fame. 

But passive fixed endurance, all eternal and the same. 

XXXIV. 

So knew the Fiend, and fain would he down to obUvion go ; 
But back from fear recoiling sprung his proud spirit, like a bow. 
He saw the heavens above his head upstayed bright and high ; 
The planets, undisturbed by him, were shming in the sky ; 
The silent magnanimity of Nature and her God 
With anguish smote his haughty soul, and sent his Hell abroad. 

XXXV. 

His pride would have the works of God to shew the signs of fear. 
With flying Angels to and fro to watch his dread career ; 
JBut all was calm : He felt night's dews upon his sultry wing, 
Ajid gnashed at the impartial laws of Nature's mighty King ; 
-Above control, or show of hate, they no exception made, 
Sut gave him dews, like aged thorn, or little grassy blade. 

xxxvi. 

Terrible, like the mustering manes of the cold and curly sea, 
So grew his eye's enridged gleams ; and doubt and danger flee : 
Hiike veteran band s grim valour slow, that moves to avenge its chief, 
XJp slowly drew the Fiend his form, that shook with proud reUef : 
-And he will upward go, and pluck the windows of high Heaven, 
And stir their calm insulting peace, though tenfold Hell be given. 
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XXX vn. 
Quick as the leyin, whose blue forks lick up the life of man. 
Aloft he sprung, and through his wings the piercing north wind ran ; 
Till, like a gUmmering lamp that s lit in lazar-house by night, 
To see what mean the sick man's cries, and set his bed aright, 
Which in the damp and sickly air the sputtering shadows mar, 
So gathered darkness high the Fiend, till swallowed like a star. 
• 

XXXVIII. 

What judgment firom the tempted Heavens shall on his head go forth ? 
Down headlong through the firmament he fell upon the north. 
The stars are up untroubled all in the lofty^^fidlds of air : 
The will of God's enough, without His red right arm made bare. 
Twas He that gave the Fiend a space, to prove him still the same ; 
Then bade wild Hell, with hideous laugh, be stirred her prey to daim. 



THE CHKISTIAN BRIDE. 

PART I. 



Young Torthil sits below the woody steeps 
Of Apennine, beneath a spreading oak. 
His downcast eye a stem abstraction keeps ; 
Dawn not for him with purple stains has broke, 
Nor sunshine filled the world : the captive's yoke 
Is on his heart — bright things are not for him. 
The cloudy day, the high-winged tempest's shock 
Would more ddight him, with imbounded limb 
Swift o'er fiu: Morven's hills, throughout her forests dim. 

II. 

Who knows not Torthil from Ausonia's bound 
Of Alps Helvetian to her southern heel ? 
Now homeward musing o'er the vast profound, 
The fisher sees him by the ocean kneel ; 
Now o'er the mountains with impetuous zeal 
He strikes the tusky monster widi his spear ; 
The chamois leaps, the bird in airy wheel 
Screams to his piercing arrow ; far and near 
Throughout that &mous land he hunts the spotted deer. 

in. 

in wilds Italian, on the ocean shores, 

Thus far >vas known that stranger golden-haired ; 
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His foot unconscious of their city floors. 
Save when £rom time to time the roof he shared 
Of Tacitus, his faiths friend declared. 
Disdainful then of wonder as he trode, 
With dauntless eye Rome's boldest brows he dared ; 
Admiring smiles her stately daughters shewed, 
As through the imperial streets the grand Barbanan strode. 

IV. 

There sate young Torthil : brooding as he sate, 
His arms were folded o'^ his bosom high ; 
His vest a skin won from a leopard great 
That in the forest he had forced to £e. 
Cast from him now his spear lay idly by. 
O'er fronting hills, that formed the valley's side, 
A yelling bird upraised at length his eye ; 
His glance went through the crystalline so wide, 
Till mingling with the sun the eagle he descried. 



His shortened eye came down the opposing steep, 
Bock-roughened there, with many a water^ll, 
Here thickets shy, and trailing flowers that weep 
In sunless hollows where the rills down brawl ; 
The goat's bold head was looking over all* 
A flowing wood the middle mountain braced, 
Descending fast to fringe with thin trees taU 
A lap of grass ; a near^ brook in haste 
Its twining silver spun, and the green valley traced. 

VI. 

But ha ! a maid on yonder bank he sees 
Read on a scroll, as up and down she strays. 
Now forth among the sun-illumined trees, 
Now back withdrawn into the twilight maze. 
A graceful robe her moulded form betrays ; 
In wavy curls her dark hair backwards thrown 
A flllet binds ; the flashing lustre plays, 
As aye she turns, upon a jewel-stone 
On her consummate brow set like a star alone. 

vn. 

Ne'er Grecian poet in his dreamy moods 
Beheld a nymph, or visioned one more sweet, 
Near walkmg on the checkered floors of woods, 
Or frur iUapsing through their green retreat. 
Chasing the sheidows with her glimpsing feet : 
So fair that maid. But hark ! adown the vale 
A tumult comes, the wild boar gallops fleet, 



98 THE CHRISTIAN BRIDE. 

Fell dogs are hanging on his foamy trail, 
A single huntress driyes the tempest through the dale. 

yni. 

Her hrows tiara'd, her high-managed steed. 
Her boar-spear grasped with Amazonian hand. 
Bespeak a Queen : she cheers the stormy mpeed : 
No fears for her ! aloft she waves her brand. 
Like one accustomed kingdoms to command. 
On sweeps the chase, her brilliant head comes on. 
But lo ! that damsel of the grore her stand 
Before her takes, down on her knee is gone : 
<' Ah ! Lady, stay," she prays, ^ pursue not thus alone." 



the proud Zenolna cried. 
Scorn in her eye, liate on her brow severe ; 
She launched her courser past the yiigin's side. 
And onward bounding held her levelled spear. 
Uprose the damsel in her trembling fear 
To see the Queen on danger rush amain ; 
But Torthil marks, and hastes to bid her cheer : 
Adyancing near before her, back again 
He starts, with passionate gaze he kneels upon the plain. 



*' Lady," he said, " forgive me if I Ve been 
Too bold in this ; but in my own far land 
Thee in the yidons of the night I Ve seen, 
That brow inyiolate, those eyes so bland ! 
I joy to rise, to run at thy command : 
Strong is my arm and lance ; shall I pursue, 
O'ertaJce, and shield the lady ? Nor my hand 
Shall smite the boar to rob her of her due ; 
That honour be her own, if I no danger view. 

XI. 

** Virgin, sweet paramoimt creature ! bid me go." 
Upsprings his bright head in the blowing wind ; 
Li golden beauty o'er his shoulders flow 
His locks of youth, all free and unconfined. 
As fleet he goes, nor soon shall be behind 
The echoing storm that leaves the hollow ground. 
But, lo ! he pauses with his ear inclined : 
And hark ! from round the valley's hilly bound. 
The startled maiden lists the hunt's returning sound. 

XII. 

Back Torthil speeds. But she the tumult hears 
Behind ; she turns ; the crashing shrubs are tossed. 
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That skirt the near loiii of the hill ; appears 
The boar, the boar with ehumy foam embossed ! 
Soaked with death-sweats the grass he darkly crossed ; 
Two hounds close track him with devouring bay ; 
No huntress comes ; the embodied pack have lost 
Their quarry prime, wide puzzling on their way, 
Or ttaversed by the lure of secondary prey. 

XIII* 

The afirighted girl has fled across the brookj 
Behind i^e hears the panting brute advance, 
Nearer, and nearer stiU ; she turns to look — - 

! terror ! joy ! her eye's bewildered trance 
With death, with safety is filled up at once : 
The monster s sidelong, half upturning head 

Is gnarled to strike, his bared tusks backward glance 
To gather fuiy for his onset dread. 
To unseam her lovely limb— -bold Torthil's thrust had spedi 

XIV. 

But ah ! he stumbles from his forceful blow ; 
The beast transfixed, disdaining yet to fly. 
Has bowed his levelled head, and, ploughing low 
As if to pass his rising enemy. 
With tearing side-stroke rips his spouting thigh ; 
Then forward staggers, darkly crushed to fall ; 
But bites his fiery wound ere he will die. 
Snaps with his teeth that shafl of deadly gall. 
And grinds with foam and blood the sputtered splinters i^mall« 

xV. 

Turned to the Rescued maid, along the broW 
Of Torthil lightens a heroic smile ; 
Till, o'er his drained benumbed limb forced to bow,. 
To earth succumbs he, gazing yet the while 
On her whose presence can his pains beguile* 
But she for him her silken vesture tears. 
Binds his stanched woimd with pity's gentlest wile ,' 
Cold sprinklings then from out die stream she bears, 
Refireshes his sick face, his fainting strength repairs. 

XVI* 

" And spare," he said, upturned to her, " those tears, 
My love, first brought to me in dreams of yore ! • 

1 know thee well ; not ages of long years 
Could more instruct me, make me love thee more* 
My heart's last blood I 'd give thee o'er and o'er ! 
I would but have thee know me should I die ; 
Afar I come from Caledonia's shore. 






{K't 
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Torthil my name, a cbieflain there was I, 
A captive next — ^nay, sent thy safety thus to buy. 

xvn. 

^ I am a sayaee ; but in thy sweet sight 
To lire, would make me gentle soon, and wise. 
Would thou couldst lore me ! " With impassioned might 
He strove, nor vainly, from the ground to rise. 
The liffht was thickened in his heavy eyes ; 
He feU, yet falling kissed her dear young feet. 
Alone the fainting Caledonian lies, 
The maid in haste has sought the wood's retreat ; 
But soon she reappears with new assistance meet 

xvm. 

A reverend &ther and a female old 
Come to her guidance, and the youth upraise ; 
His drooping head the virgin's hands uphold : 
Borne o er the rivulet, through the woodland maze. 
Where many a path the uncertain foot betrays, 
A cave withdrawn into the mountain's side. 
Received them from the forest's puzzling ways. 
There Father Hippo healing bands supplied ; 
And there, till he wax well, young Torthil shall abide. 

XIX. 

But oft Roscrana came, that princess good. 
Niece of Zenobia, Tadmor's mmous Queen, 
Who, since Aurelian had her throne subdued. 
With honour placed in Italy had been. 
A huntress, she her summer dwelling green 
Chose near the central mountains of the land. 
Fair daughters round her graced the sylvan scene ; 
But she, and they, a haughty sister band, 
Roscrana's meekness scorned, and ruled her with high hand. 

XX. 

Yet more divided from her kindred blood, 
Roscrana's heart confessed our holy faith ; 
Nursed by a Christian Jewess, and imbued 
With early love for Him of Nazareth, 
She to His cross will cling unto the death. 
The sovereign knowledge fain would she dedare 
To her proud kin, but still they shunned her path ; 
Then sought she solace in the woods, and there 
She found the cave proscribed of that old Christian pair. 

XXI. 

They o'er the Syrian orphan, as their child. 
Rejoiced, that dear faith mutually confessed. 
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More than a daughter, she their fears heguiled, 
She brought them food, she watched their aged rest, 
Fair garments wrought by her their bodies dressed. 
For this, the scrolls of the Eternal Word 
Given by those saints, she hid beneath her Test, 
Till to the night, to shady walks restored. 
She drew them forth and read of her incarnate Lord. 

XXII^ 

Within the cavern of those Christians laid, 
With plants of healing gathered from the hill, 
Was Torthil cured by that good Eastern maid, 
O ! more to love her for her gentle skill. 
And soon he blessed those days of wounded ill. 
For aye young pity trembles into love ; 
Lord of her heart is he and virgin will. 
And aye to him of Jesus from above 
She reads, or in the cave, or walking through the grove. 

xxiu. 

Upsprings the sun, now flit the thin bright wings 
Of twinkling birds upon the morning trees ; 
Torthil abroad longs for the hour that brings 
His young affianced o'er the grassy leas. 
Beyond the vale Zenobia's home he sees — 
Tis she ! he hastes his virgin to receive. 
Her quick robe flutters on the early breeze ; 
This time at least O ! him she will not leave. 
Till come 'twixt day and night soft reconciling eve. 

XXIV. 

Sequestered they in love's unworldly dream. 
In haunts of beauty lose the lapsing hou^; 
The lake's unrippled glass, the shining stream 
Allure their footsteps through the blooming flowers ; 
They hear the songs of bir£ within their bowers ; 
High rocks afar they see, and vales between. 
Then glance the clear drops of the slanting showers ; 
The illumined tops of ancient woods are seen. 
With weeping sunshine fused, and golden rainbows green. 

XXV. 

Together stood they on the tall hills : there 
They saw the great sea lying in the West, 
Like to a floor of flne-compacted air ; 
The white ships o'er the element at rest, 
Though moving, seemed of motion unpossessed. 
Long homeward looking dimmed was Torthil's eye, 
Away he turned, Roscrana's hand he pressed, 
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He led his Eastern princess from on high, 
Nor checked his silent haste until he heard her sigh^ 

XXVI. 

The stock-dove's voice, sweet intermittent bird, 
That aye the shadow of the hawk's wing fears, 
Along the twilight valleys now is heard. 
Whose murmur love to lovers still endears. 
The Moon, mild empress of the night, appears ; 
Beauty and Peace lead on the silver queen ; 
The forests, brightening silently, she clears ; 
She walks the mountains ; o'er the polished sheen 
Of dimpling rivers far her sliding feet are seen. 

XXVII. 

To the young captive his Roscrana's eyes. 
Of marvellous beauty, harmonize the whole^ 
Subduing still, as stUl to him they rise. 
The fainter longings of his home-sick soul. 
How swifl away the hour of evening stole ! 
Would mom were come their meeting to renew ! 
By bordering river, and by tufted knoll, 
Homeward he led her through the drops of dew, 
Till shone through glimmering trees Zenobia s walls in view* 

XXVIII. 

In the sweet sunlight of the summer-tide, 
Those lovers wander by a central lake 
Embosomed high ; two cardinal rivers glide 
Or to or from it, not a slope to break 
The slippery level of each molten snake : 
They, each along his mountainous ravine. 
With hanging banks a lengthened vista make ; 
Suffused with purple haze, their wood -tops green 
Bowed to the watery lapse, therein are softly seen. 

XXIX. 

Round silvan cove and unillumined nook^ 
Missing the shadow of the drinking deer. 
Its rim of darkened glass the curved lake took ; 
Where lies its nearer crystal swept and clear. 
Thereon the sapphire and thd gold appear 
Of day's last look^ the loveliest as the last. 
There glossy fowls swim in the glory ; here 
The deepening shadows of the mountains vast. 
That stand up by the sun, through the blent wave are cast* 

XXX. 

With saddening gaze upon the lord of day, 
" So sinks," said Torthil, " the immortal flame ! 



THE CHRISTIAN BRIDE. 103 

I too go down : Back takes he on his way 
His retrospect ; if I should do the same, 
Pride overthrown, youth crushed, the haffled aim, 
Defeat, and exile from my native shore. 
Are my memorials — ^felt by me, for shame 
Was never in my father s house ; yet sore 
Though be my pangs for these, my country plagues me more, 

XXXI. 

" For me her youth into the battle's waste 
She poured, she perished at my sole command. 
Was this not much ? Am I not all disgraced ? 
The exulting rivers of my native land. 
These are not they — ^a captive here I stand. 
Why fell I not ? Yea farther hear my shame : — 
Lady, I chose to stoop beneath their band 
That binds me by the honour of my name, 
Since slain not here in Rome, my freedom ne'er to claim, 

XXXII, 

** Ne'er to attempt return. O ! I might say. 
My very wish that shame to uncreate 
Forbade my death, throughout the slavish day 
Of circumstances bade me tamely wait 
Some better mom of fortune or of hie. 
What then ? Unbounded blame is still my due 
For you betrothed to my forlorn estate. 
'TIS time to question thus myself for you, — 
What hope contrive, sweet maid, what plan shall I pursue ? 

XXXIII. 

*' This I might do— Oh ! I no more can live 
For thee to see me in my slavery ! — . 
Yes I will do it — I will go — ^will give 
My life again from vows to be set free ; 
They gall me so ! His slave I will not be ; 
I 'U go, I 'U brave him oil his Roman throne. 
Ha ! first I '11 promise to mine enemy 
Long years of service in his battles done ; 
For thee with power fulfilled, he '11 let me then be gone. 

XXXIV. 

" Then home with me to Morven shalt thou go. 
And be a daughter to my mother there. 
There forth I '11 lead thee by the hand, and shew 
The green translucent brine, wten mermaids rare 
Sing on the rocks and comb their slippery hair ; 
The bliss of mom, clear wells, and forests green ; 
The pure suffusion of the evening air, 
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When dipped in delicate lights far hills are seen. 
To thee high bards shall chant each dawn, each solemn e*en. 

XXXV. 

" Ha ! idle visions these ! Why am I here ? 
Sweet Lady, come with me unto our cave ; 
Then home I '11 guide thee. Ere next noon appear, 
Aurelian hears me ; wise, and just, and brave. 
He 11 grant the death or freedom that I crave. 
O ! not in vain last night in dreams did come 
To me my mother, pale as from the grave ; 
Yet smiled the vested image from her home 
O'er the wan waters £ar, over the travelled foam." 

XXXVI. 

Within the cave they wait the evening star. 
But came Zenobia, beautifully keen ; 
Behind her thronging entered men of war ; 
A Jewish dwarf, mis-shapen, ugly, lean. 
Who long her servant in the East had been, 
Led on the party : he, of Christ the foe. 
Had learned Boscrana's faith, had brought his Queen 
Her doubtful haunt, her friends proscribed to know. 
O'erpowered now must they all before Aurelian go. 

XXXVII. 

Yea, worse than vain was Torthil's manly haste 
His name to tell, his passion to declare ; 
Vain priestly Hippo's act, before them placed, 
To wed Boscrana to her Torthil there. 
Joy then be with them, a divided pair ! 
The Imperial lady with a deadly smile 
Swore (for the Cessar ne'er denies her prayer) 
A dungeon's chains shall Torthil have the while, 
Boscrana banished be to some far foreign isle. 

XXXVIII. 

Aurelian ratified the stem decree ; 
But yielded this to Torthil young and brave,— 
That his dear wife, since banished she must be, 
Should go to Moryen o'er the western ware. 
To soothe his mother drooping to the grave ; 
A widow she, and he far from her ta'en. 
Her only son, to be a captive slave. 
But Hippo and his wife their freedom gain. 
To enhance Zenobia's wrath against that youthful twain. 
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PART II. 



In Monren's woody land, Roscrana kissed 
Her TortMs mother at her tale amazed ; 
Then lowly bowed the yirgin to be blessed : — 
^' My far-come daughter !'' Cathla said, and raised, 
And still with wonder on the lady gazed, 
" If thou indeed art Torthil's chosen bride ; 
Yea, well that forehead's beauty undebased 
Beseems the scion of a prince's side : 
Worthy art thou to be my Torthil's spouse of pride. 



^^ Thou from the downed kingdoms of the East, 
To lands of poor but of heroic men 
Art come ; yet court nor Oriental feast 
Shall make thy sweet soul scorn our himiblest den. 
But when great wars befall, my daughter then 
Shall bless the safety that wild Morven yields ; 
Then shall her sons, from mountain and from glen. 
Hang round about thee with their sounding shields : 
They for young Torthil's bride would fight a hundred fields. 

ni, 

Sweetly repeated was Roscrana's tale. 
As she by Cathla in her chamber sate, 
Of Torthil's exile, of his wounded ail. 
And how they lored, and their divided fate. 
Zenobia's harshness, lightly delicate 
She touched ; her hopes she hastened to unfold 
Of Torthil's rescue firom his shackled state ; 
Her wanderings then in Britain's isle she told, 
per second mother thus by the dear hand to hqld. 

IT, 

Forth came the day-spring : forth with Cathla walked 
In sleepless love Roscrana from her door. 
Before the gate a grizzly giant stalked, 
A rough dog gambolled on the grassy floor. 
Near stepped the former, this his play gave o'er. 
" Behold thy keepers," Cathla said, and smiled : 
*' Here Rumal, Torthirs hound, feared of the boar ; 
There silent Ere, who knows each mountain wild : 
"Where'er inclined to roam, they'll guard my Syrian child. 



^* One daughter Ere, young Oina-Morul, had, 
The Tfhite-armed gladdener of his heart and eyes ; 
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She crossed a bridging tree, the torrent mad 
DeToured her beauty, stumbling from surprise. 
My Torthil sees her, down the bank he flies, 
He follows shooting through the giant wave, 
Green boiling gulf and dull black pool he tries ; 
Ah ! to his sight a filmy whiteness gare 
'Jlie yirgin, only won to a more honoured grave. 

VI. 

•* Wild was the sorrow of the savage Ere, 
Leapt in his eye the fiercest lights of pain, 
Qrief bore him to the deserts iar and dark. 
To winds he howled, to the tempestuous main ; 
Nor night, nor sleep could quench his eye or brain i 
His path was by the eagle's dizzy nest ; 
Danger his solaice, sconif ul of the plain. 
On hills adust, or on the hoarded chest 
Of wii^ters mpuiitain snows he fiung his n^ed bre^ 

TII. 

*^ Back to that flood, each sucking whirl he tried, 
That took from him his child so young and fiEiir. 
We saw him, as he buffeted the tide. 
Wrung with the assurance, had he but been there, 
No gulf had drawn her from a father s care. 
Then like a lifeless thing did he allow 
The waves to drift him on the margin bare, 
Where lay his Oina-Morul's marble brow ; 
Ifle kissed the silver sai^ds — his spi4t has ber now 1 

♦^ He loved my boy, he fought for him, he fell ; 
Healed by my care, his life from death was won 
To be my dragon and to guard me well : 
For you how gladly sh^ the same be done ! 
Far to the pe^s of mountains does he run. 
O'er lake below, o'er river, wood, and plain. 
He casts his eagle eye to ken my son ; 
He hies to the wild margin of the main, 
Tp look for the white ships — ^for Torthil bacl? agai]:^.'^ 

IX. 

On mountain-tops when morning lights appear, 
When silent dewdrops through the eve distil. 
Or by the rising moon, or Hesper clear. 
Or when the gusts of gloomier twilight fill 
Old (sreaking thorn upon the stony hill, 
!E^ brave ^d modest, was Roscrana's guide, 
Tfee shaggy Run^ ww besjcje Wm still ; 
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With them the virgin every fear defied, 
As over Morven s land she loved to wander wide. 



The great north winds that on the pinewoods blow^ 
And heave the ocean's elemental floor, 
Toss her dark locks that through them boldly go, 
Subliipe her spirit with their stormy roar. 
Heroic land ! she loved thee more and more, 
Fair, but still roUghenii^ to her yoiing surprise ; 
On heaths she met, and on the awfol shore, 
Majestic men who looked unto the skies, 
t'or never slavery bowed their unpolluted eyes; 

And Cathla told her of her fathers' land. 
The deeds of Fingal, his illustrious race, 
The songs of Ossian, the bards' priestly band. 
The ghosts of heroes, and their dwelling-place : 
They oft, when laid within the desert's space 
Their sons have slept beneath the moon s wan heams 
By the grey stone benumbed, before them trace 
Events to come, vouchsafing them in dreams 
t^refiguring gestures stem, soft mdnitory gleams; 

XII. 

But sad are they theit want the funeral-sdng ; 
Their spirits mount not to the airy hall 
Of eddying winds, for ever rolled along 
By weedy lakes within their misty pall. 
Of signs she told, of showers of blood that fall 
To gSlted eyes, the Druid's shuddering grove. 
The twangs of death that in the harp-strings call, 
The attendant Genii on the maids they love ; 
And of the Culdees told in many a rocky cove. 

XIII. 

And much she loved to hear Boscrana tell 
Of all the wonders of the early East. 
But who are they that in those caverns dwell ? 
Each hoary Culdee is a Christian priest. 
Roscrana knew them ; nor the princess ceased 
Till, more than eloquent, till, saintly "bold. 
Of Christ, and of her love for Him increased 
In this her exile — nay^ her home — she told ; 
Till Cathla wept glad tears, won to The Living Fold. 

XIV. 

" Awake, my Christian child ! " — by this sweet nam» 
Cathla now named her, as for Torthil's sake 
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She ever sleepless, wlien the morning came, 
Longed for Boscrana — '^ My true daughter, wake i 
Fordi let us go and walk by bower and brskke. 
Alas ! in tears those eyes of beauty swim ; 
Thee far firom me thy nightly visions take, 
Far to thy buried mother, £aa to him 
Thy princely sire, who sleeps in Tadmor s aisles so dim. 

kv. 

" Or when thy spirit, winged with ghostly dreams, 
Flies through the pale dominions of the night. 
Thou meet'st thy Torthil by the midnight gleams. 
Thou wak'st, and I alone am in thy sight 
Oft wilt thou sigh when comes the morrow bright ; 
Long wilt thou look unto the East by day, 
(There were the kingdoms of thy young delight)' 
"Weeping t6 feel thyself too far away. 
Doomed with thy &ther's dust not even thy dust to lay. 

XVI. 

" Fain would I bid thee weep not, bid thee cheer, 
With pastimes please thee, with my love make glad \ 
Thou call'st me mother ; for that name so dear, 
Much would I do to let thee ne'er be sad ! 
For ought I not ? JPor I in thee have had 
O ! more than many sons and daughters : I 
From thee have learned the Almighty One who bade 
Be formed the lucid pillars of the sky, 
Him who has us redeemed. Him who must sanctify. 

XVII. 

^' tteautifiil Alien ! daughter unto me ! 
Shall I not know thee in the end of days ? 
Christ send our Torthil home to us, that he 
May learn the truth, may learn the Eternal ways ! 
Then, if redeemed, shall we not be thy praise. 
Immortal Creature ! who hast given us up 
To dwell with God, His glory to upraise ? 
Perish the Druid s fable ! the true cup 
Of life alone is theirs who with the Lamb shall sup/' 

XVIII. 

And aye with Cathla forth that daughter wentj 
Grief-silent ErC and Rumal still beb^d ; 
Their steps they to the blameless people bent, 
Dwelling Upon the mountains unconfined, 
With peace the broken spirit to upbind. 
Want from the poor and sickness to repel. 
So meek their Torthil's wife, so sweetly kiiidj 
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(hey fathers bade their daughters thus excel, 
llie mothers called her good, the yirgins loyed her well. 

XIX. 

Too much by Swamo loved, impure of hearty 
Her Torthil's foe, he tempted her with sighs ; 
But true her faith, and vain the chieftain's art, 
He with his friend in every enterprise. 
The red Gurthullin, did a plot devise :-^ . 
Near grows a struggle with the Roman foe, 
(Succumb shall Morven, or shall greater rise) 
The battle o'er, abroad while stragglers go. 
They '11 watch, they 'U bear her off, and none their guilt shall know. 

XX. 

Yea, chastely modest, boldly innocent, 
Ne'er has she hinted Swamo's love impure ; 
Hence ne'er her friends shall guess the way she went :— ^ 
^^ But ha ! old dragon Ere must we secure ; 
Chsdned must he be, our scheme were else unsure : 
Thus be it done, — ^upon the battle-eve 
Him to our nearest fortalice we 'U lure ; 
Bumal his dog we '11 slay, and him we '11 leave 
Chained in our dungeon till the maid has ceased to grieve." 



PART HI. 



'^ All night the songs of baids went through our vale ; 
Aye as Siey ceased, as ceased the horns to blow, 
Faint through the stillness, louder on the gale 
Was heard the trampling of the distant foe. 
To yonder peak, my Syrian child, we 'U go, 
And see the fight ; so near, 'tis worse to bear 
Our own conjectures, than defeat to know. 
But where is Ere ? for me bereft, he sware 
1*0 shun the field j but thou art come, and he is there." 

n. 

Thus Oathla spake, Roscrana by her side. 
But now they heard — the air was all so still — 
Trumpet and horn beyond the mountains wide. 
The diouts of conflict, as they climb the hill. 
With din their ears, their breasts with trembUng fill. 
Yon valley now ! the glory of yon war ! 
O ! day of safety, or of endless ill ! 
Be still, ye hearts of women dear that are ; 
JBehold your country's might piled round the east afar ! 
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m. 
iX>wii came her gkaming gaUenes of i 
From ridge to ridge dfacfaidn^ <m the ( 
Pushed north and south around that evening glen^ 
Those eastern hilk their half-mocm range increued. 
Her loftj tiers of battle nerer ceased 
To glance, commingled with their woodj tops. 
Down sw^ thej came, like panthers to the feast^ 
The lowest ranks still stepping from the skqies. 
Still swallowed bj the Tale with all their mi^t^ hopes^ 

IT. 

There was deyouring war : Alreadly there 
Her horse and chariots o'er the phun woe blent 
With Roman horse in one bewildering glare 
Of thickened ruin, jostling, leaping, pent, 
O'erstifled, swajed, with rifb of hayoc r^it. 
With gestures maddened — sayage — Bacdj stnnge. 
Around the west the Bontan foot were b^ 
From tip to tip of that high crescent range, 
To saye their flanks, to watch the embosomed battle's change. 



itere many darts the Caledonians throw ; 
And aye, as aye into their chariots leap 
Bold Roman forms, they seize, they heaye the foe 
Over the wheels ; iheir onward cars they keep. 
They drive them bounding o'er each swelling heap. 
Joy for their valour ! how with fervour prayed. 
That such high daring its reward might reap. 
The grateful Cathla and the Syrian maid ! 
6ut see ! but see ! Oh Qod ! — ^they tremble now afraid^ 

yi. 

The numerous weight of her superior foes 
O'erbears the mounted strength of Morven back, 
Eastward away her fainting battle goes ; 
Their closer forms the o'ermastered horse unslack. 
They flee, the skirting mountains wide they track ; 
The abandoned chariots with unmanaged steeds 
Roll mad about, and tear the harrowed rack 
Of infantry that to the sheer scythe bleeds, 
Wrapping the cloyed wheels roimd with torn limbs Aa with iteedrf. 

vit. 

Ere down, obstructed by that thick reti-eat^ 
Can Morven's might descend upon the foe, 
Rome's columned infantry has met, has beat 
Her storied ranks ; cleft, shouldered, wide they go. 
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Yon loftiest piles seem loosened to and fro— - 
Has terror cHmbed already ? Through the trees 
Away they gleam, they melt like sun-struck snow, 
They feel their far-pervading enemies ; 
TJpiyards the scattered fight is pushed by <][uick degrees, 

vin. 

*' My daughter ! *' sinking on Rosorana's breast, 
Thus Cathla murmured, ^' in the days gone by. 
Pleasant to me, to me how dearly blessed 
Hare been the valley and the stream where I " — 
But- hark ! she starts— wild fears a moment fly — 
Yon staggering mountain of dishonoured flight 
Sends forth a trumpet from its summit high ; 
A thousand horns from off its wondering height 
Pour back the soul of hope-M)f war— ^f patriot might. 

IX. 

Behold ! behold, upon its opei^ top 
A stately warrior stationed like a god ! 
A band behind fills up the new-grown hope. 
In boldest attitude he stood, he showed 
The onward way with the commanding rod 
Of his highTlifted, forth-directing spear. 
Back o'er the shoulders of the mountains flowed 
Repentant Flight, more daring from its fear ; 
Till &r behind that form was swelled the thronging reapt 

There grimly, silently, they stood below 
The cloud that darkened o'er the mountain's crest. 
From out the north a wind began to blow ; 
Jt smote the gloom, it broke its inner breasi; 
To boiling racks of white that, ne'er at rest, 
Relieved against its sabler texture flew. 
Shook terribly the high trees wind-possessed. 
The great old bards, white-vested, forth to view 
IStepped aiyfully, their harps down from the boughs they drenf i 

XI. 

For they their harps had hung upon the trees. 
With shame despairing o'er their country's flight ; 
But now with streaming stoles they reach, they seize 
The glorious fruitage, plucking it with might ; 
They stand prepared, Down leaping to the fight, 
That warrior led the men of Caledon ; 
Aye gleamed their surfy plumes in the dun light ; 
Loud waxed the horn, but high o'er all was knovm 
Tk^ cbaunt of great-soiiled bsg^ds that poured' the battle oq, 
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XII. 

O ! their white heads ! their harps inviolate ! 
The wands of lightning o'er the deathless throng 
Ran, as on either side they stood sedate, 
As through this gateway of immortal song 
The might renewed of Morven rushed along 
To war, to vengeance — O ! to victory ; 
For see ! for see, its columned forehead strong 
Has smote the army of the enemy 
Down to its very heart, a stunning stroke— they flee ! 

XIII. 

Astonied, backwards whelmed upon the plain 
They go ; still farther, as behind, sustained 
By numbers gathering from their rout amain. 
The great descent of Morven is maintained. 
Back-rattling chariots have the flight disdained; 
They roll around the outskirts of the fight, 
That onward struggles through the field regained. 
But o'er them falls the thundercloud, like night, 
Pown on the battle fiadls, and hides it from the sight. 

xnr. 

With bosoms hushed, as if a shock were nigh 
Of earthquake, trembling, pale as from the tomb, 
Bendiug, Roscrana and her mother try 
With eyes intense to pierce the hidden doom. 
O ! joy ! their panting bosoms now have room ; 
They know at least the battle westward sweeps. 
A windy flaw has rent the shrouded gloom ; 
O'er their far trench they see the foe in heaps 
Priven ; on the fosse behind a chasing warrior leaps, 

XV. 

From out the cloud a slip of sunshine down 
With glory streams on his illumined head ; 
'Tis he ! the same ! that heir of great renovm ! 
That chief imknown ! his country who has led 
Through shame to glory — thus at least far sped. 
Aloft he stands, he waves his sun-lit spear. 
Its brazen gleam on Morven's heads is shed ; 
Around they spring, they crowd ; one mighty cheer, 
Pown in the camp they plunge. Again M\a darkness dreaPt 

XVI. 

But round those women winds began to wail, 
The wild heath whistled fearfrdly and shrill, 
l^ell spotty rains, the burden of the hail 
W»s heard soWrous round from hill to hill. 
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^' Hope shall we, mother, yet,'' Roscrana, still 
Her ^hite hands clapping through the dun blasts, cried ; 
" Yea peace, yea joy, let these thy bosom fill. 
As home I guide thee o'er the moimtains wide : 
Lean on me yery much, lean on thy daughter s side. 

xrn. 

" Nay, I will lead thee to the Culdee's rock. 
Not distant by the margin of the ware, 
There to abide till overblown this shock. 
By moon, or dawnlight, issuing firom his cave. 
Our noble wounded let us help to save. 
Would Ere were here thee in his arms to bear ! 
Not he it was that thus renewed the brave ; 
Powerful though Ere, that captain's godlike air 
None but a prince could shew : be sure a prince was there.'* 

xvni. 

They reached the cell. O'erwearied with the day, 
Within an inner cavern Cathla slept. 
Before the embers, as reclined he lay. 
The bliss of slumber o'er the Culdee crept. 
Alone her vigil young Boscrana kept ; 
That champion still in her recurring bought, 
She generous tears of admiration wept. 
But now the storm was lulled, or he^rd remote ; 
Rising, on tiptoe forth the moonlight vox she sought. 

XIX. 

Neighed oft the steed, the chariot wheels were heard, 
The distant horn blew swelling through the night. 
She thought of him, that chie^ for him she feared ; 
O ! lives he still, the gleaner of the fight ? 
Her thoughts have drawn her towards that field aright, 
Along the damp wood's intervening glade ; 
She pauses, longing for the morning light. 
To go with Catibla ; back she steps afraid. 
Rustle the dropping leaves — trough men have seized the mmd. 

XX. 

Greater her terror since unseen the ill. 
For now of clouds a heavy continent 
Came o'er the moon, the wood's abysses still 
The floating darkness smoothed up and blent. 
Vainly she shrieked as farther still she went. 
Borne through the listless forests fiir away ; 
Ha ! no, not vainly yet — ^her ear intent 
A din, like ban-dogs opening on their prey, 
Has caught ; deep in the woods ishe sees a gleaming ray. 

p 
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XXI. 

Near come the yell, the light ; the steins that skirt 
The glade, the glade s wet grass is ruddied o'er ; 
Forth bursts, ynth crowds of umbered figures girt, 
A stately savage on the woody floor : 
Tis Ere ! aloflt his pinioned arms he bore, 
Unheld to keep them from that galling throng ; 
Blazed his wild hair ; his bleeding loins were sore 
With hanging dogs, deep dragged by him along ; 
Torch-bearing serfs behind strike at the giant strong. 

XXII. 

Still on the encumbered warrior draws his trail 
Of death and danger to the princess near ; 
Her arms to him, to him her &ce so pale 
Imploring stretched, mighty for one so dear 
He turns, he sweeps obstruction from his rear ; 
Bounding he comes ; and roimd Gurthullin's throat. 
Who chiefly holds her, wraps his chains serere ; 
Then wide apart and high his wrists he shot. 
And hanged the upliflted wretch who now his prey forgot. 

xxin. 

With starting eyeballs, and self-bttten tongue, 
Ere to the ground has dashed the caitiff base. 
He snatched the maid ; as to his neck she dung, 
A smile of daring lit his fire-scaired face. 
With her he waded through the thickening chase. 
Still dashing off the war tibiat on him hung ; 
Then dovm he set her ; in the embattled place 
There as she stood, away £rom her he flung 
Her circling foes, around so lion-like he sprung. 

XXIV. 

Before her now o'erwhelmed he's on his knee, 
Yet fighting still ; a near horn blew a blast ; 
Forth leapt a haughty figure, followed he 
By swift retainers, round his glance he cast. 
He saw Roscrana and he seized her fast. 
Upsprung, with power indignantly renewed. 
Old Ere, a groan firom out his laige heart passed 
To see the maid by Swamo's grasp subdued ; 
Staggering he reached the chief who bore her through the wood; 

XXV. 

Reeling he caught him by the raven locks, 

And curbed his bowed head, as himself down fell. 

^^ Slaves !" cried the entangled prince, ^^ one savage mocks 

Your gyves? your daggers ? ha ! 'tis mighty w^U I 
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No manacles could keep him in his cell ? 
O ! no, why should they, subtle he as wind ? 
Slay — ^make him die then — ^hurl him down to HelL 
Shear through those fingers in my hair entwined." 
As onward speed his serfs a trumpet blows behind. 

XXVI. 

They turn astonished, and they pause to see 
That coining party whether fiiends or foes. 
Them has Boscrana seen — ^'tis he ! 'tis he ! 
The chosen hero of that day she knows : 
A valiant band around their leader close : 
Salvation s near : — " Save ! save me, helper true ! 
Young Torthil's wife am I ; this Swamo knows. 
Yet here he " - " But will I not rescue you. 

My own good Syrian wife V* And forth her Torthil flew. 

xxvn. 

Swifb with his blade away has Swamo shorn 
His black griped curls ; upspringing with a bound, 
He sets the maid behind him ; high his scorn, 
Dark was his hate, his enemy thus foimd. 
Steel they to steel now face each other round ; 
At Swamo's back his vassals crowd anew, 
Anew the fearful virgin they surround. 
But stem the doings of those warriors two. 
As aye on them the links their smoky flarings threw. 

XXVIII. 

Behind their pausing bands respective kept, 
Their single deeds not daring to alloy. 
Dread to the murmurs of Roscrana swept 
The sword of Torthil, greedy to destroy ; 
With wounds and wounds it gluts its savage joy. 
Dark Swamo staggers, yet opposing well; 
Bold Torthil whelms hun with his swif); annoy ; 
That stroke shall hew him down — ha 1 stumbling fell 
The youth, and o'er him rose fierce Swamo's sword and yelL 

XXIX. 

Down— >ne'er he smote ; behind him Ere has crept. 
And pulled him backwards firom his lifted blow, 
Struggling to earth ; then on his breast he leapt^ 
And choked with grappling hands the throttled foe ; 
Recovered Torthil guards old Ere below ; 
Dread dins the mingled conflict of the rest ; 
But Swamo slain, his men soon vanquished go. 
With danger pasl^ and present joy oppressed, 
Roscrana, left unhurt, faints on her husband's breast. 



i 



116 THE CHRISTIAN BRIDE. 

With oaken leaves fresh dripping from the rain 
Her brow he sprinkles, and slie soon reyives. 
" Joy ! joy ! " she said, " my hero is not slain ! 
Bnt where is Ere, the sayiour of our lires ? " 
Near borne he comes ; if dying, he derives 
Solace from friends so many and so dear : 
Each gallant youth to share the burden strives 
Of him who trained them to the bow and spear. 
They cany him like sons, the brave old man &ey cheer. 

XXXI. 

" Heroic creature ! To the cave away,* 
Boscrana murmured, ^^ of the Culdee John ; 
There rests my Torthil's mother, since to-day 
She saw the great acts of her son unknown : 
Sweetly she ^eeps upon the rushes strewn ; 
But sweeter frur shall her awaking be. 
My Torthil come ! Soft bear the old man on. 
The hermit's rocky fastness soon we 'U see ; 
There with good herbs, brave Ere, shalt thou be healed by me. 

xxxn. 

" With cold delicious oils thy fire-scathed head 

Will I anoint, and come to thee each day ; 

Fresh rushes green for thee my hand shall spread-^ 

He hears me not, he heeds not what I say : 

Ha ! then, young warriors, down the hero lay, 
. That I may know if, still his wounds undressed, 

Tis safe to move him farther on his way." 

Twas done : for him she tore her silken vest. 
And tenderly she stanched, and bound his bleeding breast. 

xxxin. 

Nor in her thankful joy did she refrain. 
But stooping down the old Barbarian kissed ; 
His heart's best fire, imquenched by fear or pain, 
Sprung to his eye, now dimmed with grateful mist ; 
With clapping hands her love he mutely blessed. 
" Now swiftiy, gently on with him," she said, 
" Deep though his hurt, though greatly needing rest. 
His frame 's yet full of life ; and watchful aid 
Shall heal him soon in John's mild sanctuary laid." 

xxxrv. 

" Gome then, my Syrian, to our mother fiast," 
Her Torthil said, " and fear for me no more ; 
Here am I with you all your own at last. 
My limbs unfettered, and my exile o'er. 
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Nor I dishonoured left the Italian shore : 
Aurelian slain, my friend just Tacitus 
Imperial sate, and loosed mj bondage sore ; 
Ennobling freedom has he given to us. 
I came ; our battle fled, and I restored it thus. 

XXXV. 

^' A grateful vassal of that Swamo slain, 
Whose only daughter was to health restored. 
And taught God's Word by thee, and who again 
Was taught by her the heart-renewing Word, 
Heard of this plot against thee by his lord, 
And helped from Swamo's dungeon Ere the brave. 
Then left for aye the master he abhorred, 
And sought me when the fight was o'er, and gave 
Hints how to mar the plot — ^my own dear wife to save. 

XXXVI. 

" O ! how I hasted, hasting still the more, 
When I was told that serfs and hoimds of blood 
Were after Ere, whose flight was known before 
He gained the safe recesses of the wood. 
Directed well, and glorying in thy good, 
Nor dogs nor men could stay his strong career ; 
Though manacled, though felly thus pursued. 
He sped to trace, to reach, to save thee here. 
And I have found thee too : So be thou of good cheer ! 

xxxvn. 

" Nor fear thy holy lessons have been vain : 
Blest be my dungeon's leisure to retrace 
Thy words of life again and yet again. 
Blent in my heart with the remembered grace 
Which more than beautified thy saintly fece. 
Thy fisdth exalted thus I ve loved and tried." 
But now they reached the Culdee's dwelling-place. 
A mother s heart, a son s was satisfied. 
Then turned their mingled love to Torthil's Christian Bride. 



BYKON. 



THIS SOMBWHAT JUVBNILB RHAPSODY WAS WRITTEN SHORTLY AFTBR HEARING OP 
THE DEATH OF THE POET. 



He started from sleep 

At the sound of his pame ; 
And he sprung to the steep. 

From the voices of blame. 
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Up Life's difficult hill 

He went fearless and far, 
Still darkening, and still 

Waxing bright as a star. 
The highest he found 

He went haughtily by ; 
And no mortal around 

Got the glance of his eye. 
Each mystical tree 

At his presence was bowed. 
And its leaves were let free 

In a blind streaming cloud. 
He caught them in flight, 

And wrote fast as they came ; 
And they flew through the night 

With his letters of flame. 
Each bore not the truth. 

But its brightness was law ; 
And after the youth 

Followed wonder and awe. 
Ten thousand stood still 

His proud footsteps to mark. 
As they glowed up the hill 

That waxed silent and dark. 
The summit at last ! 

And the steepness behind ! 
Ere his presence be past, 

He must turn to his kind. 
One wave of his hand 

To his brothers below ; 
And each heart was at stand 

For his youth and his wo. 
Proud gestures of love 

To their cry of his name ; 
And the cloud-spots remove 

From his forehead of flame ! 
Oh weep ! And all wept 

When his glory retired. 
But the leaves never slept. 

With his characters fired. 
Young bosoms made bare 

Caught the leaves as they flew ; 
And all Sjrmpathies there 

In a moment upgrew : 
Love, Terror, and Pity, 

They startled to birth. 
And by desert, and city, 

They lighted the earth. 
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Again in my dream. 

And the vision was new. 
With the terrible gleam 

Of a mountain in yiew ! 
A sun-burst of heaven 

Smote its summits of wohder, 
All dinted and riven, 

The doors of the tiiunder. 
Each peak, and each cone, 

Was o'er-fretted with fires. 
High spirits that shone 

On its difficult spires, 
Hi^ souls of the mighty^ 

The bards of old name ; 
How glad and how bright aye 

Encircled with £aiae ! 
Each head was a star. 

And high converse they hold, 
Or their spirits look &r 

Through the visions of old. 
A figure of fiame ! 

The proud Byron again 
To the steep mountain came ; 

And its rocks were in vain. 
Far up that bright climax 

His footsteps aspire. 
Like the rock-beating ibex. 

Still higher and higher. 
One throb in his lip 

Told of peril and toil ; 
But the smile lighted up. 

Which no passion can spoil, 
Throi%h the tear in his eye 

Of indignant appeal. 
That a pinion so high 

Might his spirit reveal. 
Up in heaven s clear portals 

His summit he had ; 
'Midst the highest immortals 

He sat, and was glad* 
To this world amain 

He bent awfiil regard. 
Till it cried that no stain 

His deep beauty had marred. 
For bright waxed the sphere 

Of the glorified youth ; 
And his face shone severe. 

As a statue of Truth. 
Now triumph and trance ! 
For his bosom 'gan swell ; 
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And the Tlsions advance 

To the might of his spell. 
Abrupt, bold, and strange, 

With fierce energy winged. 
Around him the range 

Of high spirits was ringed. 
Thrilled spirits that bowed 

To the depth of that tone, 
Wild sympathies proud 

Thus to measure their own. 
He called his creations. 

And peopled the air ; 
Bright things of all nations, 

And t>eings were there. 
The setting sun flushed 

On Old Greece, like a crown ; 
And the white temples blushed 

On her hills of renown. 
Another sun blooded 

The seas of the West; 
And the palm-lands were flooded 

In the moons of the East. 
Came on the wild hordes, 

With their wandering looks, 
And the blue gleam of swords. 

From the wilderness brooks. 
The Giaour hurried by. 

With his forehead so pale ; 
Proud Manfred looked lugh, 

But his Hell must prevail. 
From the bow they stepped down 

Of the heavens, when brightest ; 
From the cataract's crown, 
. Where its spray is the lightest ; 
From the bubbles of storms, 

Sun-tinted, their birth ; 
Young feminine forms 

All light on our earth. 
But each young bosom breaking. 

With love was o'er-drunk : 
All clasping and shrieking, 

They came and they sunk. 
Show the foul blots of Hell, 

Let the visions increase- 
But he dashed the wild spell 

With a cry for Old Greece. 
How started each bard, 

Of her ancient renown ! 
And each forehead was scarred 

With a jslave-quelling frown. 
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O'er iheir harps then each look 

Bowed indignant in tears ; 
And their locks fiercely shook, 

The dread vintage of years. 
And the tempest arose 

Of old war-cries again, 
Insulting her foes 

At each hreak in the strain. 
And they hailed the young bard 

In each pause of that flow, 
As the battle was heard 

In the vaUey below ; 
As proudly he swelled 

In his warrior form, 
The red spear he held 

Waving sway to the storm. 
And aye his black lyre 

In moments he took, 
And its chord-rows of fire 

With agony shook ; 
Wild, thrilling, O ! Greece, 

Thou lost star of our mom. 
That the long cloud may cease, 

And thy beauty return. 
How wished ! since thy name 

Can yet kindle such strains : 
From lus dark harp they came, 

like the bursting of chains. 
Give the tyrants no breath ! 

Smite again ! smite again !— 
But a quick shriek of death 

Bent the war-song in twain. 



y 
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Carousal lights at midnight hour 
Were up in ancient Babylon. 
Beauty and Pleasure, Pride and Power, 
Were gathered round the Kingly throne. 
In fiuther halls the dance went on, 
A pomp of circling peers was nigh ; 
Yet sate the King as if alone. 
In sadness sate, but knew not why. 
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Dark grew his brow and desolate ; 
His eye relaxed its hauehty rein ; 
Sunk on his heart a boding weight, 
As if some doom came on amain : 
Even Beaut/s hce was light in Tain ; 
The mirth remote was half a scream ; 
His bowing nobles looked a train 
Of figures m a ghastly dream. 

The tide of loy that flowed the scene 
Seemed broke by pauses fearfully ; 
And ominous silence sunk between, 
like furrows in the enridged sea. 
Bowed thus, as from some near decree, 
The Monarch's heart forsook the hall. 
That midnight hour, came suddenly 
A darkness blotting half Ihe walL 

And fieiy signs in lettered row 
Began to run along the gloom ; 
Their spangled lightnings chase and shew 
A Hand tluit wrote with rapid plume. 
S^U, spell the lines; read, read the doom ! 
The Hand and pen haye passed away. 
The Monarch's lifted looks presume, 
In lingering pride, to brave their stay. 

But soon the furrowed tremblings tell 
Along his brow how much he dreads. 
From round him, like a garment, fell 
The pomp of proud encircling heads. 
Young Beauty hid her startled lids. 
Bold Manhood's looks were smote to earth. 
The shuddering cry of horror spreads, 
Devouring up Ihe distant mirth. 

When twice the King with manlier brow 
A glance of those dr^ letters took. 
Their bickering lightnings seemed to bow. 
And court his steady scanning look. 
But who their calm control might brook ? 
Deep, deeper sunk the Monarch's head. 
Again the lines careering shook. 
And blazed impatient to be read. 

A pause like death ! and far was heard 
The coming sound of stately feet : 
High prophet old, and mystic bard. 
Have left their nightly tranced seat. 
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The bold young Queen has bid them meet^ 
When men with fear were £cdnt and dumb ! 
Glad murmured soimds their coming greet, 
The star-taught Chaldee sages come. 

Their figured garments strangely shone, 
Far-smitten by that lustrous fiame ; 
With measured footsteps slowly on 
Through lanes of prostrate heads they came. 
Emboldened by the starry name. 
Thick-coming faces crowd the hall. 
The Monarch owned the Magi's fame, 
And pointed to the wall — the wall ! 

The seers of age the front resign. 

The younger hare not dared to speak ; 

The elements had there no sign. 

The wisdom of the stars was weak. 

Ire touched the Monarch's pallid cheek :— i* 

'* Hence 1" cried he, ** Prophets ? Magi ? Nay, 

Your boasted lore's an idle freak !" 

They bowed, and looked, and passed away. 

'^ Sire !" said the Queen, ^' I 'ye dared to call 
Another sage of Judah's land." 
Betwixt the Sovereign and the waU 
Behold the Prophet Daniel stand ! 
He turned when he the lines had scanned, 
But silent stood, by sorrow bowed ; 
Till, at the King's renewed command. 
He read the words of God aloud :— 

" Mene ! Thy realm God-numbered is, 
And brought imto its finished bound. 
Tekel ! ThovL in the balances 
Art weighed, and thou art wanting found. 
Peres ! They come, the hosts renowned 
Of Medes and Persians, side by side ; 
(list, list afar the gathering sound !) 
And they thy kingdom shdl divide." 

Seemed smote with dread the marble stone, 
As went the Prophet's footsteps slow ; 
The flaming words upon him shone, 
And made him like an angel glow. 
And there were murmurings of wo. 
And there were tears for Babylon ; 
Quenched now in dumb surprise, for lo ! 
Those letters from the wall are gone. 
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But ha ! a thousand thwarting cries 

Of multitudes conftised and dnren. 

Cry, " From Euphrates' bed they rise^ 

The warriors of an angry Heaven !" 

With coming shouts the hall is riven. 

Near, nearer crowds the danger bring. n> 

The Persian swords ! Nor spcu;e is given , \ 

To guard and save that slaughtered King. ^^ ^ 



TALES OP THE SIEGE OF JERUSALEM. 

TALE L— HERODION AND AZALA. 

PART I. 

God lifts His prophets up ! O ! theirs a power 

Honoured and great beyond an angel's dower ! 

If) mortal still, their spirits must descend 

To earthly things, to things of earth must bend ; 

Yet have they borne the Almighty's counsels : hence 

To them a new, a keen intelligence, 

Nature to know ; for they have learned to scan 

Its great relations to the hite of man. 

They see the host of stars, young, fresh, and pure ; 

No old fiimiliarities obscure 

The moon — ^its beauty's more than beauty ; they 

See types and symbols in the opening day ; 

They know the soul that melts Spring's gracious doud ; 

They hear vast terrors in the thunders loud. 

Unheard before ; the lightnings round their path 

Fly out like written sentences of wrath. 

Though dread their visions oft, their power austere 

And hearts enlarged o'ermaster human fear ; 

Then, then they wait not through time's dull delay, 

They see the glories of the future day ; 

Their spirits taste the first-bom things of joy. 

Yea, bliss imbom, unmixed with earth's alloy. 

But bring the balance. Here the blood is spilt 

Of peopled kingdoms by o'erlording Guilt ; 

There Pleasure yields but sorrows — Oh ! they be 

Too many for the good which earth must see. 

Hence joy is his o'erbSilanced far by pain, 

Whose spirit kens the Future's coming train ; 

XJnblest by hope where certainty appears : 

And knowledge saddens through protracted years. 



HEBODION AND AZALA. 125 

For he is human still. Then scorn and hate 

Too oft the prophet's, warning voice await, 

From those for whom the awM charge he bears 

To instnict his spirit in their ftiture cares : 

So fierce their hate, he scarcely can repress 

Unhallowed joj at their ordained distress. 

If right his heart, yet his the growing wo 

Their ills increasing with their scorn to know ; 

Whilst new commissioned threats firom God on high 

Still tell their worth who turn not but will die. 

A giant's strength is o'er him in the ties 

That bind to man his yearning sympathies. 

To man sublime in his uncertain fate. 

So linked to God and Hell's inglorious state ; 

And thus his large heart 's but prerogative 

"With deeper awe, with trembling stUl to live. 

Those solemn pleasures, these majestic' woes, 
Beseem the forms that young Azala shews. 
Portrayed in tapestry round her £Bither's halls ; 
And she the story of their lives recalls. 
As roimd she leads Herodion by the hand. 
And points the prophets of their native land. 
Sprung of a prophet's seed, with pride the maid 
Their patriot lessons on Herodion laid ; 
Ere forth he went to war : Two orphans they. 
Who loved each other from their earliest day. 
And now betrothed ; but both are self-denied. 
And Judah must be saved ere she will be his bride. 
No need to fire a heart so bold as he, 
In many a bnmt, has proved his own to be— 
. O ! no ; unless, by love for her unbent. 
His spirit slacken : This she must prevent. 
Hence, great of heart herself, the virgin sought 
To keep unsoftened his heroic thought ; 
And shewed those pictured forms, that he might draw 
Strength for his country from their heads of awe, 
And Hon faces : Thus she strengthened him. 
That stag-eyed daughter of Jerusalem. 

Moses he saw come down from Sinai dread ; 
Throughout the vail was seen his burnished head, 
As streams the sun, when mist his forehead shrouds. 
Tumultuous glory through the scattered clouds. 

Young Samuel there, with lustrous feet, abroad 
Walks on the holy mountains of his God. 
Mild was his eye ; yet bent, as if to tell 
Jehovah's doings for His Israel : 
Early He chose them His peculiar care ; 
From Egypt took them with his arm made bare ; 
Came down on Sinai with devouring fire, 
And thundered o'er them in preventive ire ; 
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Melted the nations in His wiadi away, 
That stablished Judah in their land night stay ; 
And gave them laws — O ! may they not transgress 
His laws, so may they still their dwelling-place possess ! 

Here Judah's Shepherd-Eang : He bore with grace 
A golden harp ; high looked his regal &ce, 
As if) before his sceptre made to bow. 
The gaze of empires glorified his brow. 

There Solomon, his son. Behind him rose 
Mount Zion s pomp of beauty and repose. 

Winged widi prophetic ecstacies, behold 
The son of Amos, beautifully bold. 
Borne, like the scythed wing of the eagle proud. 
That Bheaxs the winds and climbs the storied cloud. 
Aloft sublime ! And through the ciystalline 
Glories upon his lighted he^ down shine. 

But near him, wrapped upon a sombre hill. 
Stood Jeremiah, sad for Zion's ill : 
She, far removed upon the mountains back. 
Was fidntly seen breath the heavens of black. 
Crushed thunders loud, the lightning s thwart blue stroke, 
Those seemed to roll, diis o'er her summit broke. 
Red mortal fires are in her sainted towers, 
A wild reflection forth her Temple pours. 
There darkly ruddy, and here dimly brightning, 
like Tophet's ancient melancholy Ughtning. 
" Lord God, how long ? When shdl that better mom 
Shine on salvation's high exalted horn ?" 
Thus prayed the Prophet's eyes : And patriot shame. 
And patriot grief, his manly brow became. 

Behold ! behold, uplifted through the air. 
The swift Ezekiel by his lock of hair ! 
Near burned the Appearance undefinedly dread. 
Whose hand put fordi upraised him by the head. 
Within its fierce reflection, cast abroad. 
The Prophet's forehead tike a furnace glowed* 
From terror half, half from his vehement mind. 
His lurid hair impetuous streamed behind. 

But lo ! young Daniel in the Den, the glare 
Of lions round hun in the twilight there. 
Seemed some, as plunged they headlong to devour, 
In difficult check caught by a viewless Power ; 
Bowed their curbed necks, their wrenched heads subdued. 
Half turned they hung in dreadful attitude. 
Others bent slept ; but still their fronts were racked 
With lust of blood, their forms were still unpacked. 
As if at once their hungry rage had been 
In slumber quenched by that great Power unseen. 
The rest, with peace upon their massive brows, 
Gaze on the Prophet as in prayer he bows. 
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In solemn beauty more young seers they saw ; 
And ancients laden with prophetic awe, 
O'er whose old heads, willi snows upon them cast, 
Had many a visionary winter passed. 
The name, the theme, the character of each 
Prompt was Azala her betrothed to teach. 

" Go now !" the virgin said. " His be a crown 
Of living light who smites our enemies down. 
Who saves our country yet ! O ! forth for this 
In bands her daughters, in their grateful bliss, 
Shall go, with songs shall their Deliverer meet ; 
And who but I the first to kiss his sacred feet !" 

II. 

Twas now the hour when mothers bear to rest 

The sleepy children, in their bosoms pressed. 

Herodion's gone. Azala walks on high 

Her terraced roof, beneath the starry dgr ; 

Her heart and eyes aye turning to the way 

South her betrothed went at the shut of day : 

For he has left Jerusalem, to oppose 

The closer coining of her Roman foes. 

At once came flushing, reddening from each coast 

Of twilight heaven a clear ethereal host : 

Swift angels dad in fire, in every form 

Of war, blazed on in one tumultuous storm : 

Their thin wan banners rustled in her ears ; 

She saw on high a thousand brandished spears. 

There steeds of flame ; here chariots ruddy-wheeled 

Ploughed the dark ether of the battle-field. 

Swift was the conflict ; swiftly the array. 

Unlocked, is glimpsing like a dream away ; 

Has fidnted hi to one pale edge of light 

Around the circling outskirts of the night. 

At once, anew^ a simultaneous thing. 

All round comes back the narrowing, brightening ring; 

Anew it breaks in fiery shapes distinct 

Of chariots, banners, spears, and squadrons linked. 

They pause — ^they hai^ in momentary hush ! 

A flash ! in, inward to one spot they rush 

Concentred ; o'er the City's clearnseen height 

They melt away in one fierce blaze of light. 

Beneath, was seen a bloody drizzled showe: 

Rained on the Temple and each stately tower. 

Throughout the ten-fold gloom that o'er them fell 

Thin waHings ran, and one long far funereal yell. 

" Oh Zion ! what means this ? Some dread event :" 

Sighing the damsel said, and to her chamber went. 
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PART II. 

Slow o'er Herodibn went the night and day, 

As deeply wounded on his bed he lay. 

Well had he fought to stop, while yet afer, 

The growing triumphs of the Roman war ; 

Well had he fought to stay the overthrow 

Of Zion now beleaguered by the foe. 

Wounded he fell ; but snatched from instant fate, 

His soldiers drew him from the embattled gate. 

And bore him home. Azala tends him there. 

And waits and watches with unwearied care. 

All this might yield a mitigating thought, 

To bear him csdmly through his present lot ; 

But his the fiery nature that could ill 

Endure an arm less active than his will. 

Electric blood, an energy of firame 

Beyond the stuff of mortals, gave him fame 

Even when a boy ; a patriot spirit bore 

The bold young warrior on from shore to shore. 

But Rome came on ; and Zion 's now the stage 

Whereon his loftier batdes he must wage. 

How, when her gates were widely open flung. 

Forth like a panther of the wilds he sprung, 

Far flinging back, as on the foe he leapt. 

The sable locks that o'er his shoulders swept. 

Redundant from beneath a hoop of gold 

That, set with jewels, round his head was rolled ! 

With glory came command : though young, he led 

A band of veterans, of their foes we dread. 

Grey men enseamed with scars from many a brunt ; 

And proud were they to have him in their front. 

Clashing their arms around him, shaking each 

His angry beard singed in the fiery breach. 

How thus, a patriot, and in honour's quest 

Fierce, could this wounded hero calmly rest ? 

Sterner his pangs to think that feuds within 

His country tore with suicidal sin :— 

" Lord God ! how long ? When shall our factions cease, 

And safety spring," he cried, " from inward peace ? 

Madmen ! within we waste ourselves, until 

Our best defence were merely to sit still. 

Oh ! we the lovely lights of youth put out ; 

In blood for us our children wade about ; 

The tender mother s breasts are sorrow-dried. 

No more with milk her suckling is suppHed ; 

The City 's black with hunger from our waste, 

Till hope in Roman triumph 's almost placed ; 

So shall Rome triumph, so shall overwhelm 

And make a desert of our emptied realm." 
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Of passions, wishes, fears, like these possessed, 
How could Herodion hrook this wounded rest ? 
Came sounds of war ; he heard the shouts again 
Where men in hattle did the deeds of men ; 
Up sprung he ; scarce Azala could allay 
His fierce desire to rush into the fraj; 
Till Minting nature helped her, and his head 
Back on his pillow like a child's she laid. 
Yet still he hent, he listened to the fight, 
His soul commixed with the tumultuous night ; 
Far plunging, grappling through the hattle-tide, 
He gloried bearing down the hostile side ; 
Till died the uproar suddenly, and shocked 
His spirit to a present sense that mocked 
The ideal toil, but left him, trembling yet, 
From off his brow to wipe no fancied sweat. 

II. 

Noon passed, Azala came not ; twilight dim 
Drew on, nor food nor salyes she brought for him. 
Slow went the eve ; at hollow dead of night 
An aged Nurse, Josepha, stood in sight. 
" What shall we do V she cried, wi& fear subdued : 
" At noon Azala went to seek us food ; 
For bread and water hardly now we find, 
Though daily portions are to you assigned : 
Herself scarce eats, or seems frail bread to need ; 
Her own high thoughts her own dear body feed. 
A sword she took — ^her plans I durst not thwart. 
Great is the wisdom of a young betrothed heart. 
But she 's not come*: her quest so fierce for you 
I dread — ^what will not such a dear one do ? 
To-day the war has raged ; alas ! this hour 
The Holy Hill is in the enemy's power ; 
I fear she 's slain ; I \e sought her. hi and wide. 
But found her not ; yet search must still be tried. 

! could you rise ! and quick ! for still this night 
The foe's grim pause but tells the ready fight. 

1 fear you cannot ?" Up Herodion sprung, 
A hasty mantle o'er his rest he flung ; 

By fiery ferer to his limbs was lent 

Unnatural strength : forth with the Nurse he went. 

in. 

And through the night, throughout Jerusalem, they 

Sought young Azala by the moon's dim ray. 

The straitened City lay in strange repose. 

Like that which waits the Earthquake's coming throes ; 

For now the sword had cut its thousands down, 

And fitmine thinned the many-peopled town, 
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And scarce the feeble residue could meet, 

Or make be hesgrd their voices in the street. 

Lo ! there a tender &nily divide 

Some bitter herbs their mother has supplied. 

From creviced walls high gathered ; keenly she 

Around them gleams, till fed her own shall be, 

Back keeping strangers longing to intrude 

Within her fence to take the children's food. 

Here Zion's elders, see the stricken band ! 

Some hurried walk, some pause in awfiil stand : 

Each £Eice, once sleeked with plenty and with ease. 

Is now ground thin with hunger and disease ; 

Wo, fear, and want, like millstones hung around 

Their necks, bow down thdr faces to the ground. 

But lo ! the wall : Lay all around the gate 

The slain unburied in their festering state ; 

In these thick times of blood all reverence fled. 

All hope, the living cared not for the dead. 

Throughout the slain, their eyes still downwfffd cast, 

Josepha slowly, slow Herodion passed ; 

Azala was not there ; by streets remote, 

By courts they sought her, but they found her not. 

Home then they went ; but meeting, as they went, 

Some plundering Romans, flushed and insolent. 

Who drew on Ihem, with bold opposing might. 

Guarding the Nurse, Herodion dsored the fight. 

And drove them off; but not until, like rain. 

His blood dropped to the ground from wounds new ta'en. 

They reached tiieir home. At once loud tumults rise. 

And ruddy wavings fire the midnight skies. 

Josepha climbs the xoof ; Herodion faft 

Has followed her-— the Temple bums at last ! 

Careering high o'er porch and portico. 

They see the sheeted conflagration go. 

From sainted lattice, and from sacred door. 

The crooked fires with mingled warriors pour. 

Who seem tiie demons of the flame, as they 

With waving swords burst forth their writhing way. 

The red plague higher rides ; with close embrace 

Now twines around the Temple's central place. 

Whose golden spikes clear gUtter in the light ; 

Now driven away as by the winds- of night, 

Bellying it hangs in one wide-wafted blaze. 

With ragged darting tongues that lick a tiiousand ways. 

Below was war : with gleams, with darkness swept. 

Now fiercely clear a thousand helmets leapt. 

Dwarfed by the high devouring element 

In all but hatred on their enemies bent. 

So small they seemed, their gestures yet so dread, 

As round the glaring courts the battie sped. 
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But hark ! the silver trumpets blow on high 

From out their burning chambers in the dcy. 

But see ! upon yon fire-fanned parapet 

With streaming stoles the Priests of God are set. 

Behind a lurid mass of people stand, 

And wait the motions of that holy band. 

His trumpet first, then heaps of precious things 

Each zealous Priest down on the enemy flings. 

Back some retire with haste delirious, some 

Raise high their arms to Heaven, by fear o'ercome ; 

Or is it last despair ? Down flung, they go 

Plunging into the haggard gulfs bdow : 

Aha ! 'tis wrath, 'tis death-surviying hate ; 

Each fells a Roman with his fiJHng weight. 

His aching eye Herodion thence withdrew. 

The nearer city won his slackened view ; ' 

With shadowy forms the terraced roofe were thronged. 

The last survivors of that siege prolonged ; 

In silence agonized the thin dark bands 

Gazed on the lurid fight, and vnrung their hands ; 

Yet bursting of); in one despairing yell, 

As piece by piece their blazing Temple fell ; 

And aye they dropped by hundreds &unine-weak, 

Their Hves exhaui^;ed in that last wild diriek. 

But ha ! half screaming with some quick alarm, 

Josepha grasped Herodion by the arm ; 

He saw her downvmrd pointing to the street, 

There came Azala with impetuous feet ; 

Bleeding she came, yet fiercely waved her brand. 

Some scanty morsds filled her other hand. 

She saw Herodion ; with unnatural glee, 

" Fear not," she cried, " I 'U bring the food for thee ; 

Through the strait days of siege imd fionine I 

Will bravely feed you till this wo be by : 

Come to the feast !" But fainting on her side 

She sunk, and feebly on Herodion cried. 

Down rushed he, falling on her neck he lay : 

United thus in death they breathed their souls away. 



TALE II.— OTHURIEL. 

CANTO I. 
THE BATTLE. 

Forth comes the day : Othuriel through the land 
Of Judah southward leads that Roman band. 
To help Vespasian from the Jordan's mouth 
Fighting to Idumea on the south. 
Down the clear plains they go ; but lo ! afar 
The illumined coming of a host of war. 
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Banners and flashing spears ! From side to side 
Sharpening its crescent horns, it barred the valley wide. 
Upraised, high forward o'er lus charger bent, 
Throughout that host his eye Othuriel sent. 
He turned : — ^' On must we, soldiers, imdismayed, 
Beyond those Jews Vespasian needs our aid ; 
And ere yon sun be down into the west. 
In Judah's southern gardens shall we rest" 

On went they : silent on his conscious steed. 
That trode on fire and minced his goyemed speed, 
Othuriel went — shocked to a sudden pause. 
Swart gleams his brow, intenser breath he draws, 
To see along yon front in warlike pride 
His foe peculiar, dark Manasseh, ride. 
His hate^ foe ; forth springing, down he led 
His Roman foot ; it pushed its columned head 
With quick short heaves against the Jews' array. 
Crashing it dipped into that iron bay ; 
His widening horse dash out on either side : 
The kindling battle rages far and wide. 

Along the mingled van with ranging speed 
Manasseh rode ; leapt from his stricken steed 
Othuriel, trembled through his eager fi:ame 
His heart absorbed as near his enemy came. 
His still sword hung upon his eye, with might 
Stamping he dared the Hebrew to the fight 
Manasseh turned and said : — " I know Siee, youth ; 
I wronged thee much when I impeached thy truth ; 
But I will give thee " — ^fix>m his charger down 
He sprung — " a chance for vengeance and renown." 
" My welcome this ! " Othuriel grimly spoke. 
And laimched his heart upon a mighty stroke ; 
But warding well unhurt the Hebrew stood. 
And still was proof against the blow renewed. 
He smote in turn with swiflest vehemence ; 
His soul Othuriel threw into defence. 
Yet wounded deeply, bled. Ha ! on his neck 
If fall that sheer-driven weapon without check — 
Aside he swerves, is saved ; his eye's bold gleam. 
Half smiling, darkens into wratii extreme ; 
His foe has stumbled — o'er the Hebrew's head 
Uprising, rose his falchion ; down it sped 
"With might collected, unresisted main. 
And drove cold darkness through his cloven brain. 

Staggering Othuriel stands, and clears his eye 
From dizzy motes to see his foeman die ; 
Reeling he sinks : The yell is in his ears 
Of trampling squadrons ; o'er his eye careers 
A storm of faces, in a moment dim : 
And all is blank and silent now to him. 



I 
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CANTO II. 
OTHURIEL's interview with JOANNA. 

Othuriel wakes ; a glinuner shews him laid, 
But where he knows not, on a broidered bed. 
Came muffled feet ; before him stood in sight 
A child of lustrous beauty ; she a light 
Bore, shaded half, and half from him away 
Back held, his eyes to hurt not with the ray. 
" Water !" he murmured ; she a draught supplied, 
That struck cold healing through his thirsty side. 
Sweet food she brought him ; bowing o er his bed. 
She salved his shoulder and his wounded head 
With balsams cool and bland ; refreshed he lies, 
His bosom swelling with delicious sighs. 
Pleased on him gazed the girl, then tripped away ; 
But back returned with each returning day : 
With ointments, milk and honey, Tamar came, 
(So silent she, he scarcely learned her name) 
Till months revolving saw Othuriel there 
Wax slowly well beneath her gentle care. 

n. 

Othuriel, healed, to Titus northward goes ; 

His way, at first perplexed, a female shews, 

Yailed, sackcloth-clad ; she paused, her lifted vail 

Revealed Joanna beautifrd but pale ; 

Northward she pointed i — " Lo !" she said, " thy way 

To Zion ELill throughout the autumnal day ! 

On to Jerusalem straight ! there let thy hand. 

Red with thy country's blood, upsnatch a brand. 

Hurl the swift fire, her sainted citadel 

Strike, down her arches, down her Temple fell ; 

Then come before me, there declare at last 

Thou well in all hast justified die past T 

'^ Be mine to follow to its utmost bound 
Thy scomfril guidance, Zion to confound ! 
If of my will, my power, you still demand 
A pledge — Manasseh perished by this hand : 

Mine was the blow" 

'' But mine to mourn the deed. 
For was he not a fitther in my need ? 
For was not she — ah ! now his widowed wife- 
More than a mother to my orphan life. 
Adopted as their own ? With patriot haste 
He left Jerusalem where his power was placed 
Highest, disdaining power, that he might dwell 
In native Judah and her enemies queU; 
And I, his daughter, there was doomed to see 
His manly body gashed by thee-— oh thee i" 
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'^ But hear me now ! But I had savage cause ! 
Who made me what I am from what I was ? 
Did I not bravely fight ? from day to day 
The foes of Zion did I fail to slay ? 
I saw, and loved thee well ; by tiiee beloved, 
How burned my heart to be in deeds approved 
Of greater wars, to win a name of pride, 
That I might put it on my virgin bride ! 
Judge me, just maid ! Hell and her Powers of Shame 
Sent forth a scum of lies to blast my name : 
They called me traitor ! Ha ! against me rose 
Manasseh, foremost of my envious foes ; 
He led that host of lies : Faction and Hate 
Our Coimcil ruled, and drove me from the State : 
They drove me forth ! On the first mountain's brow 
I knelt against them, and I vowed a vow ; 
To Rome I sped ; I sought and found a friend 
In Titus, power unto my wrath to lend ; 
Fired him with lust of fame ; beyond my oath, 
Jerusalem razed shall glorify us both." 

Othuriel thus. Joanna deeply aghed. 
But with heroic dignily replied : — 
^^ Too late I heard thy wrongs. But be we just 
First to thy noble enemy in the dust : 
I traced the plot ; thou by a rival mean 
Traduced^ Manasseh only rash had been ; 
Without reserve the injustice he confessed. 
Straight to the Council went, and there thy name redressed. 
Still grant thee harshly used — and wert thou not ?— - 
Must tiien thy sacred country be forgot ? 
Patience magnanimous, the loffy right 
To serve that country in her own despite, 
O ! silent deeds, why do you not with these 
Thy foes best vanqmsh, best thy spirit please ? 
What then ? Nay try it, tremble, and declare 
Such wrath as thine but finds its triumphs air : 
Walk o'er Jerusalem's waste, and where are they 
That wronged thee so upon a former day. 
They (grant that waste) in whose peculiar eyes 
Thou long'st the proud avenger to arise. 
To stand, to point their wretchedness, to win 
Their meek repentance for their former sin ? 
Ha ! they have faUen for Zion, well have they 
Their fsiults redeemed ;^ what more can vengeance say ? 
This, this alone : — additional to the guilt 
That thou thy people's hallowed blood hast spilt. 
The empty glory's thine, to stand redressed 
Before that people which is now at best 
A mere abstraction, since the men are gone 
Whom thou would st have for wrongs to thee atone." 
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'' But thou shalt see it ; doubly shall I be 
Avenged, they stricken, and thou saved by me, 
Saved, honoured, loved : when I have quelled their pride. 
How will I glory in my virgin bride !" 

'' Manaaseh fell in £^ht ; his wife with me, 
Maromne, sought him ; there he lay by thee ; 
We bore him thence : You lived, I saw and bade 
You to a home be secretly conveyed ; 
Twas done ; instructed by my cautious care. 
Her daughter Tamar was thy handmaid there. 
So saved by us, our land you'll first o'erthrow 
Then come with offers to insult our wo ? 
No, no ! why think it ? Let me speak aright. 
Nor do thee wrong — ! never vnll you fight 
Against your parents' God, ne'er lift unblest 
Your hand against your country sore distressed ! 
Turn ; help her — ^help us all ; her hero be ; 
"Win loftiest vengeance — ^make her think of thee. 
Sue thy forgiveness, love thee ; be her boast. 
Her young deliverer, in thyself a host ! 
O ! can you not ? O ! can you not, indeed ? 
Now is your time, for now our day of need." 

Impassioned thus, she to Othuriel raised 
Her dear young eyes ; imploringly she gazed. 
But downward looking, oft his hand he passed 
Along his forehead darkly overcast. 
" Tis o'er : to speak not of my vow," he said, 
^ The trust of Titus must with truth be paid ; 
And then the issue of that battle-field*^ 
(At length by Tamar to my prayers revealed) 
My men cut offr— my perfect overthrow- 
Forbids me now my purpose to forego : 
Yes — ^yes" — ^long paused he ; looking round, he sees 
Joanna far retiring through the trees. 
Then be it so ! Anew with fiercer threat, 
His face against Jerusalem was set. 

CANTO III. 

THE ASSAULT BY NIGHT. 

Still is the eve on high Jerusalem's walls. 
Save lonely sentinel heard at intervals. 
As he with psalms of Judah's prosperous day. 
And holy anthems, whiles his watch away. 

Lo ! by the moon's uncertain struggling light. 
Come dusky masses glimpsing through the night, 
Of Romans drawn from their suburban rest 
To gain a new wall, of the first possessed. 
While in the south Othuriel wounded lay, 
Vespasian rose to the Imperial sway ; 
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And Titus well his promise can redeem 

Against these walls to uige his yengefiil scheme. 

OSinriel joined him, healed ; ere rolled the year 

They compassed Zion — they are sternly here ! 

They mount their engines softly ; nor they seem * 

To wake the City from its weary dream. 

But hark ! it sleeps not : ha ! hehold yon line 

Of Ififiillifig fires along its ramparts shine. 

Dusk figures throng £e wall ; ere you can say 

When, whence ihey rose, hehind a thick array 

On every tower, o'er eyery hattlement. 

With nimble gestures their bold heads present. 

Loud bursts the night : o'erhead huge javelins go 
From catapults, their stones balistas throw. 
By stones and javelins met ; red balls expire, 
And blazing arrows trail their arching fire. 
More safe the Romans in the shade below, 
Too well their lights above the swarthy Hebrews show ; 
Yet still, as high and far the wall is swept, 
New hordes upstarting to the fray have leapt 
But now the Ram in dreadfrd poise is hung. 
Beneath its shed at first 'tis gently swung ; 
Huzza ! at once its brawny men back strain 
Madly, and drive it on the walls amain ; 
They thunder-smitten throb. With every stroke 
An answering yell from the defenders broke ; 
Down came dieir crashing stones. On either flank 
The Ram is aided by a stationed rank. 
With slings and bows to clear away the foe 
Above, and guard its battering play below. 
But vain the arrows of these gsdling wrugs, 
Nor boots the dread precision of their slmgs ; 
Though stricken thousands fall, new iaces grim 
Upspringing umbered crowd the City's brim 
That spiLUs its valour wild : in either hand 
A blaiang torch, in every mouth a brand, 
Down leap the Jews, £aat to the penthouse cling, 
And all around their flames to fire the enguie £ng ; 
Till by the Roman archers, placed aloof. 
Transfixed, writhing they roll from off the roof, 
And leave the Ram its hst just blow to reach. 
To drive its dull head through the dusty breach. 

Stem pause the Romans : sternly stands within 
That breach a wall of Hebrews chin by chin ; 
Their spears intensely ready, waiting still 
Their eyes* concentred lightnings to frdfiil. 
Blent with the darkness of immortal hate, 
As looking down unwinking they dilate. 

Dread inlence hangs : the moving of a head — 
A foot advanced — ^the twinkling of a lid 
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Has burst the entranced pause ; the mutual front 

Has met, is swayed in one commingled brunt, 

Is locked, is cloyed, is calm in the excess 

Of might and hatred in one glutted stress. 

Slowly it loosens ; from that cramping shock 

Men s hearts can breathe, and wide the fight is broke, 

And wild and high the shouts of battle rise, 

And trumpets blow along the rending skies. 

Far foremost fought Othuriel ; from the van 
Swerving he dashed, upwards he widely ran 
To pierce their flank, to turn and drive the foe 
Down on the waste that met them from below. 
Joanna stood before him ! Kneeling down, 
He prayed to guard her from that feted town. 
But, " No," she said ; *' whate'er Maromne's fete, 
Tis mine, as mine has been her good estate. 
Would she be saved by thee ? Would she by night 
Secure her safety by a stealthy flight. 
Last of the Maccabees, whose duty high 
She deems with straitened Judah is to die. 
Where she can do no more ; at least to shew 
A brave example, fearing not the foe ? 
But yet for her I dare not now refrain 
Thy pity — ^no, thy gratitude to gain : 
Say, wilt thou help us ? Swear : you swear ? 'tis well. 
So now my purpose let me briefly tell :— 
Maromne came to Zion ; short her stay 
Designed, we hoped her back from day to day. 
But sickness seized her ; well its work was done 
Where sad bereavement had the waste begun. 
I heard and came : behind the tainted air 
Caused leave her daughter to a Nurse's care. 
God raised her up ; her home she'll see once more. 
And Tamar's presence shall her health restore. 
But now you sieged us. Fearing ne'er that you 
Jehovah's sainted dwelling could subdue ; 
Yet, trouble- weakened, many a terror wild. 
She could not hide, came o'er her for her child. 
For this I 've sought thee oft, I 've found thee now ; 
Up to Jerusalem bring her daughter thou. 
Start not, you 've promised ; dear your handmaid she, 
And great the hazard, yet she brought must be ; 
For her Maromne pines. My signet here, 
Be this your pledge to cakn Nurse Esther's fear. 
You know our home in Judah. Then, when high, 
Two nights from this, the moon is in the sky. 
Smite Ihou our northern gate ; I waiting there 
Will glad receive the damsel from your care : 
Maromne's name beloved, our men for it 
Even thee in honoured safety would admit." 

s 



138 OTHURIBL. 

She said and tamed ; he downward fought his waj. 
Till coming midnight closed the doubtful £cay. 

CANTO IV. 
OTUUBIKL BRINGS TAMAB TO JERUSALEM. 

Othuriel south, by Salem's eastern side, 
Went ; frequent fires above a light supplied. 
I^owIt he rode along the ghastly plain 
BloodHBoaked, and heaped with corpses of the slain 
Cast from the walls ; tike wounded, too, were there. 
And thickened with their groans the burdened air. 
His snorting charger swerved as oft, beneath. 
Some trampled wretch howled forth his curse of death ; 
Or wing of blood-cloyed vulture from the dead 
Hose heavy up and fiiapped around his head ; 
Or lazy dog, whose muddy gloating eye 
Shone in the red light, with a startled cry 
Was frighted off: behind, the loathsome beast 
Came snnking back to its polluted feast 
As burned the brighter fires, he there beheld 
The brows of in&nts, and the forms of eld. 
Strong men, and youths untimely cut away ; 
And there the virgin in her beauty lay. 
He trode a stiller and a darker space ; 
Then neared a high and fiercely-lighted place, 
Thick set with crosses : bodies hung thereon 
Of captive Jews, whose writhing faces shone 
Turned to the wall, by Titus lifted there 
To storm the City with their dying glare. 
With terror day and night to strike the town. 
To beat the hearts of the defenders down. 
Downcast his eyes, his spirit awe-subdued, 
Othuriel went into that painftd wood. 
Shrill neiffhed his horse, with cries the brooding air 
Was starfled : " Water ! water !" was each prayer. , 
Slowly he passed. Heroic murmurs drew 
Aloft his eye : a warrior hung in view ; 
Perfect of beauty seemed his head sublime. 
With power were clothed his limbs in manhood s prime, 
Towards Zion fixed ; down looking by his side. 
As paused the rider, thus he faintly cried : — 
" Ho ! Jew or Roman, if tiby heart is great. 
To me the issue of this day you 11 state. 
On yon delightftd wall, so cool and high. 
The watchman paces o'er my weary eye ; 
I 've cried to him tp tell me of the war. 
But ne'er he seems to hear me from afer. 
Thou son of milky woman, grant my prayer ; 
O ! tell me, tell me how my brethren fare !" 
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Came pain's quick cords ; his curves convulsiye throw 

His bosom forward, like a bended bow, 

Drawn ; jerking back his loins the dull tree beat ; 

Thick rains the bloody sorrow from his feet. 

Othuriel longed the struggling soul to cheer ; 

Yet paused, his own yoice dsuing not to hear 

In such a place, by sufferings sanctified 

More than hushed temples where great gods abide ; 

And mute he gazed upon that lof^ face 

Chastised with pain and sorrow for a space. 

But hark ! far blowing their defiance shrill. 

The silver trumpets of the Holy Hill ! 

From off the countenance of the crucified 

Pangs passed away, came on a gleam of pride ; 

Upstretched he rose, his gathered might was racked 

With noble toils till all his sinews cracked ; 

His face was beautified, with joy was fired ; 

And with a shout he gloriously expired. 

Uprose the eastern moon : by silvered floods. 
And mountains bearded with old hoary woods. 
There clear the vales, here dark, Othuriel rode, 
And silent vineyards now by man untrode. 
Undriven away he saw the foxes young 
Tear down the vintage that neglected hung ; 
Such dread for Zion, hemmed with Roman lines. 
Had struck the careless keepers of the vines. 

Mom broke : by many a fountain fidr to see 
He went, and many a patriarchal tree ; 
O'er the green swelling loins of summer hills, 
Down the fresh valleys which the sun now fiUs, 
There tumbling waters clean, to morning's beams 
Here far uncurled the lapse of glassy streams. 
With bordering trees delectable ; in haste 
He trode the extended skirts of Tekoah's waste. 
High Hebron on the west ; and south, between. 
He rode through Judah's pastures broad and green. 

Down went the day : he found at evening-tide 
Young Tamar weeping by old Esther's side. 
She rose, she knew him ; he his mission tells ; 
Joanna's ring each lingering doubt dispels. 
Pledge of his truth : mey knew, they kissed it. " So," 
Exclaimed the Nurse, ^'thou too from me must go, 
Tamar, Oh ! child ! My young lamb of the fold. 
Who goest to troubles and to fears untold. 
What shall I say ? The Everlasting arms 
Be round about thee in the last alanns ! 
Yet stay, I have a sacred ring ; 'twill prove. 
If no defence, a token of my love.*' 

" Nay then," Othuriel said, " of virtue tried, 
Around her neck shall be an amulet tied. 
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Here, since a child, I 've worn it on my breast ; 
Nor seldom doubtless me the charm has blessed, 
From ills has kept me : Surely me it laid. 
When wounded, here beneath sweet Tamar's aid ; 
For this it shall be hers." From off his own 
Unloosed, the chain round Tamar's neck was thrown. 

" Ha ! what ?" cried Esther, as she saw and seized 
The hanging charm, and kissed it strangely pleased ; 
" It is — -ah ! who sat thou ? declare thy name — 
Well should I know it ! — ^'tis, it is the same ! 
These woven ^ords ! My brother — ah ! more dear 
For his wild lore that filled my heart with fear — 
From Memphis brought it : in an old dim fane 
A youthful priestess wrought the mystic chain ; 
Dipped in the Nile, in a £yine lagoon. 
Bleached in the pale eye of the Egyptian moon, 
Twas cleared ; ttien was it with the sacred blood 
Of the ibis spotted, and the spell was good. 
Ere far he went, my brother s wizard hand 
Cast round Manasseh's son the enchanted band, 
Maronme's first-bom son ; for kindly they 
Had kept me with them since their nuptial day : 
(How gracious he ! 01 she the noblest bride 
That e'er was knit imto a manly side !) 
But vain their love for me, and yain that spell 
To stay the mighty evil which befel ; 
Lost was that son, and I alas ! to blame. 
But speak : say where, when, whence to thee it came ?" 

^' Woman of Judah, then, it hung aroimd 
My neck, when me a Galilean found, 
A child exposed ; he reared me as his own. 
But dying told me of my birth unknown. 
Ah me ! what thing of horror and of dread 
Is this which now is coming on my head ? 
I see it all ! Woman, you spoke of one — 
Of — of — ^Manasseh ? Am I then his son ? 
Tamar ! my sister ! my sweet sister dear ! 
Yet stay one moment till the whole be clear." 

Before him bowed, the Nurse with eager hands 
Unbinds his sandal ; passively he stands. 
" The scar," she murmured, " if I find it here !" 
She found, she kissed it, dropping many a tear. 
Slow rising pale, " My son !" she said, •' 'twere meet 
That ne'er I rose, but died upon thy feet ; 
For mine the blame. I saw thy father s spear 
Fall on that in^t foot — an omen drear ! 
Oh ! was it not ? for scarcely wert thou healed. 
When forth I took thee to the harvest field ; 
Homeward returning, in the noontide hour. 
With thee I slumbered in a leafy bower ; 
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I waked, but thou wert gone ; all search was Tain, 
Through long long years we saw thee ne'er again. 
Hope came at last : An aged kinsman sought 
Your father s house, by want and sickness brought ; 
Death came, your mother soothed him ; forth at last 
To her the burden of his soul he cast :— - 
* Fair was thy youth, Maromne ; fer above 
The maids of Judah thee my son did love, 
Mine only one ; but favour you denied ; 
He rushed to battle, and for you he died. 
Vengeance be mine ! I saw your first-bom creep 
Before a bower, his Nurse was there asleep ; 
Upsnatched I bore him far, with gentle care 
I laid him down' — ^he died, nor told her where. 
Hope sunk anew, for still the quest was vain. 
Would, would thy sire had seen thee once again ! 
Come from his lofty battles, how he smiled 
To take thee to him, a heroic child ! 
How joyed his little warrior thee to call. 
His bloody lance bestriding through the hall ! 
Then on his knee he set thee, by thy side 
Joanna, meant to be thy future bride. 
But thou wert lost Jehovah called away 
His other children in their early day. 
Nobly at last he feU." 

" By whom ? by whom ?" 
Othuriel cried : ** Who struck him to the tomb ? 
There's the right hand that did it ! bloody hand, 
Which all that love for me could not withstand ! 
Oh ! I to do it ! I to smite him dead. 
Lifting my hand against that sacred head ! 
My foe — ^my father !" hoarsely thus he cried. 
How shrieked his little sister terrified ! 
He glanced upon her in his stem distress. 
And up he snatched her with a fierce caress ; 
But softening kissed her forehead : — '^ Fear me not, 
My sweet young sister ! dread though be my lot, 
I 'U be thy brother aye. When night is paat, 
1 11 bear thee with me to our mother fast. 
Sleep thou the while." He said, in anguish sore 
Groaning, he bowed his forehead to the floor ; 
There, left alone, his sorrows had their way. 
As through the dark hours in the dust he lay. 

n. 

Uprose the mom : how shall Othuriel dare 
His sister Tamar to that siege to bear ? 
Shuddering he paused, he strove to make her know 
The whelming danger, but she prayed to go, 
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With tears she pleaded ; his the hope that yet 
His Roman favour them all safe might set, 
He took, he bore her quickly by the way 
He came, and rode till the dedme of day. 
His steed, aloof from the beleaguered towers 
Of Zion, fastened 'midst neglected bowers. 
He sought ripe firuits for Tamar ; by his side 
He made her sit throughout the evening-tide ; 
Close to his bosom gently drew her head, 
Till slumber came and sealed each silken lid ; 
Then bowed his cheek to hers with love so deep, 
And hid her &ce that she might longer sleep. 

ni. 

High walks the midnight moon : wide opening go 

The gates of Zion to Othuriel's blow. 

Struck by his soimding spear ; Joanna there 

Forth stands to take young Tamar from his care. 

But entering with them through a stem array 

Of jealous guards he dared his onward way. 

Jealous but silent all ; till, as he passed, 

They closed behind him and the gates made fast. 

With crowding murmurs. But he heard them not, 

Far other thin^ are in his eager thought ; 

For homeward with Joanna as he goes. 

The tokens of his parentage he shews. 

How dares he go ? he thinks not, heeds not, he. 

All else forgot, his mother's face must see. 

His sister leads him home ; remote from all, 

He waits his mother in a dlent hall. 

She came : — " My son ! " He met her dear embrace. 

And long he sobbed and wept upon her ^e. 

Down then he knelt : — ^^ My mother ! let me go 

And ask great Rome to hold thee not a foe. 

To save you aU, if you your son would give 

One chance with gleams of happiness to live. 

This be my purpose ; though, all else forgot. 

To see my mother was my otAj thought. 

But more than sorrow shall my coming be, 

O ! dread my going, if I save not thee. 

Swift let me go, thus save you ; then, for aye 

With you in native Judah will I stay." 

" Behold," she said, " my late-won soldier, here 
Thy father's shield, his helmet and his spear, 
Who Hving now had been a fiill-orbed name — 
Start not my son, he died but Hves in fame. 
His great example, for our country's sake. 
Thee the fulfiller of his deeds must make. 
Joanna told me something, but my ear 
Alone the tokens of my son could hear. 
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What though, your birth unknown, for Rome you fought ; 

No blame was yours, yours was no traitor s thought. 

Known now your birth, Rome has no claim on you ; 

A Jew must do the duties of a Jew. 

For this, my boy, I nursed thee on my knees, 

In days gone by, beneath our natiye trees. 

Thee forth I '11 lead all gloriously ; come then 

Put on the harness of our mighty men. 

Why look'st thou so ? O ! wherefore, if not free 

To fight for Zion, art thou come to me ? " 

" Thou TVife — ah ! widow — of the man I slew ! 
(I say not mother, I 'm no son to you; 
Though pangs take hold on me, and sore afinght 
To cdl you else) what shall I do this night ? 
Twas I that slew him. O ! but let me say 
Had nature blessed me in my early day. 
Had I been reared upon thy sacred knee, 
(O ! let me name that name so dear to me !) 
My mother, ever mine ! then had I ne'er 
By such a deed been linked imto despair. 
I knew him not. But what shall quell the shame 
That still remains ? Apostate is my name. 
My birth unknown I plead not ; up I grew 
In all the nurture of a warrior Jew : 
This land was mine ; yet darkly did I go 
Ai^ swear with Rome to lay Jerusalem low, 
B^use my father in the Semhedrim 
(]rfy foe, I since have learned, misleading him) 
Denounced me as a traitor : from their gate 
Forth was I driven by Envy and by Hate. 
Dread was my oath ! that oath must I pursue, 
And with high hand do what I have to do. 
Yet see me kneel-^0 ! help me to contrive 
Some surest way to save thy house alive : 
Let not my oath another parent cost ; 
O ! let me, let me not be wholly lost !" 
He said, and kneeling bowed. Uprising slow, 
He saw his mother from the chamber go ; 
Sharp turned a bolt behind her. He the room, 
A prisoner, paced till morning chased the gloom. 

CANTO V. 

OTHURIEL A PRISONER. 

Mom rose on Zion : still his dim retreat 
Othuriel traversed with impetuous feet. 
Maromne came ; lean men behind her bore 
A trailing chain that rattled on the floor. 
Near stepped her son, she pointed to him, fast 
The linl^ of iron were around him cast. 
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Thence guarded forth behind her, he was led 
To where a vault's dim lamp its glimmer shed ; 
There to a pillar of black gopher wood 
Brought near, a fettered prisoner he stood. 

n. 

Weeks o'er Othuriel went ; in silent haste 

For him each mom was bread by Tamar placed. 

But now a book his sweet young sister brought, 

And smiled to him as down she sate remote : 

Beneath the scented lamp that lit the place, 

Low o'er the opened scroll she bowed her ikce ; 

With silver voice, with childhood's reverent awe. 

She read the wonders of Jehovah's law. 

Each night she did the same : he questioned ne'er 

Why thus she came^ — he knew the loving care 

That sent her thus — ^but silent leant his head 

Against his pillar as she nightly read, 

With looks to her of love inef^ble, 

As down the light upon her countenance fell, 

Down on the holy page ; and listening hung 

To hear her sofUy-modidated tongue. 

And O ! how swelled his bosom at the sight 

Of that sweet child struck through with hunger s blight, 

Yet there each night vrith smiles for him that he 

Might fear his God, might thus her brother truly be ! 

III. 

Day passed, nor Tamar came : at dead of night, 

With famine dark, his mother stood in sight ; 

Yet still her brow a grace majestic wore. 

Seen by the lamp that in her hand she bore. 

In slumber feigned he kept his lowly bed 

Which near his pillar Tamar's love had spread, 

As stealthy came she, placed him food, and threw 

One glance on him, then hurriedly vdthdrew. 

Swift gleaming back she tmned ; a space she stood. 

Her eyes the while seemed bent upon his food. 

Fiercely they shone ; in nature's awfnl stress, 

Down shaken fell in many a streaming tress 

Her long black hair, concealing half her face ; 

But back she flung it with a savage grace, 

Forth sprung and seized the bread : — " Ah ! wo is me," 

Upstarting cried her son, " that this should be ! 

My mother ! Oh my mother ! thy sore want 

Is more to me than pains extravagant" * 

She shrunk with startled pride, with sudden check 

Shrieking she turned, she sunk upon his neck. 

With passionate vehemence kissed him, sobbing lay 

Within his arms, and there she swooned away. 
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With holy care Othuriel held her head 

Till, soon reyiving, faint to him she said :— 

^^ My son has yanquished me ! 'tis now confessed 

Beyond them all I love him £ax the best. 

My lost ! my dearly found ! come near my heart 

And tell me all, for thou in trouble art 

Speak to thy mother ! well thou can'st not be, 

But ill indeed ! Yea, I have ruined thee, 

Have kept thee here, have ruined thee : the foe 

The cause of thy desertion shail not know, 

Shall find, shall slay thee. O ! forgive ! foigive ! 

My soul desired to have thee near me live : 

How could I let thee go ? Yea more, from this 

I thought that you the enlarged remorse would miss 

Of that dread vow fulfilled, and chained you thus 

From pangs to keep you, warring not on us. 

Have I done wrong, my son ? But if you deemed 

Me harsh and crud, such I only seemed : 

I was not so to thee ; for dear thou wert, 

Thou first-bom of my body and my heart, 

And dear thou art ! Old kingdoms may remove, 

But I will love thee with eternal love ! 

Ha ! this is vain ; but I will go this hour. 

And fight to save you from their vengeful power." 

She said, nor looked as he implored, but threw 

Far back her hair, and glanced from out his view. 

IV. 

Othuriel strove, but still he strove in vain. 

To bow his pillar and to burst his chaia. 

Joanna came, and in her hand a sword :— 

" 'Tis now your hour, to be from thrall restored : 

This key," she said, '^ I 've managed this to gain, 

Lest aught should threat you; it unlocks your chain. 

Our Temple 's burnt ! Bent on our Upper Town, 

Hark ! how the Romans beat our last defences down ! 

High streams upon our palace to the breeze 

The glorious banner of tiie Maccabees, 

Raised by your mother ; forth she ruslied :— -^ This night,' 

She cried, ' I '11 save you, for you all I 'U fight.' 

Haste— follow — ^win her back ; this danger past, 

Your Roman power may shield her yet at last. 

Thinkbut of her: your Other's sword here take. 

But use it only for protection's sake, 

Assured of thus, that caution best defends 

Her life ; your sister's on the same depends ; 

Mine too, if I — ^But lo ! you 're free ; away !" 

Silent he snatched the sword, and sprung unto the fray. 
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CANTO VI. 
THB DEATH AND BURIAL OF MAROMNE AND JOANNA. 

Loud tumults rend the night ; the loudest drew 

Othuriel northward : thither fast he flew ; 

Yet pausing oft as came behind him cries, 

And ruddy wayings fired the midnight skies. 

There oft he saw in some sequester^ nook 

A &mished mortal eat with hurried look, 

The very joy of whose possession foiled 

Itself with jealous ^ears to be despoiled ; 

He ne'er unslacking o'er his chance supply 

The gaunt and strict-drawn wolf withm lus eye. 

Here blackened forms, a yisionary throng. 

With noiseless feet came flittingly along ; 

In eager silence glaring some retreat. 

Some feebly chatter in the lonely street. 

But lo, the wall embattled ! High and hi 

Maronme's spear led on the Hebrew war. 

Othuriel saw, and swift to her he sprung. 

Nor vainly ; back a foe from her he flung. 

Who leapt to seize her ; he enraged his spear , 

Struck out ; Maronme with a shriek of fear 

Before her son her shielding bosom cast. 

And far that weapon through her body passed. 

Othuriel raised her ; back 3ie Jews were driven. 

The Romans knew him now, and space to him was given 

To gaze in tearless silence on her fece. 

As blanching death came over it apace ; 
Yet there her love, his sorrow to beguile. 
Kept up a pale and melancholy smile : — 
" My very dear young son ! I see thee yet. 
And loath my eyes from thee in death to set ! 
In happier days, and earlier to me won. 
Would I had known thee, O my son ! my son I " 
She paused exhausted ; aye, as aye grew dim 
Her eye, she cleared it still to look on him. 
Convulsive shudders passed iJiroughout her frame. 
And o'er her face an awful sorrow came :— - 
"Joanna! Tamar!" cried she: " Night of fear ! 
Away, my son ! we must not both be here. 
Lord, let me up ! lift up my painful side. 
That in the rock my children I may hide. 
Till thy great indignation be o'erpast. 
Descending on us to consume us fiist ! 
Lord God of Abraham ! shail mean kingdoms buy 
My lovely children ? help ! I must not die ! " 
But she is dead. Othuriel closed her eyes ; 
And lifting carried through tumultuous cries 
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Her body homeward, dipping still his feet 

In blood clear glittering on &e flaming street. 

Captives he passed, young men and yirgin bands, 

Far to be driven to strange and cruel kuids, 

A huddled throng : scarce glutted Strength and Rage 

Could thrust their cloyed blades through encumbering Age. 

When foes he met, his dead one down he laid. 

O'er her he stood, fiercely he waved his blade ; 

Aloof they passed, he raLsed his sacred load. 

And soon again Maromne's chambers trode. 

There on a bed he laid her ; swift he traced 

His mother's rooms deserted, silent, waste ; 

He calls on Tamar, on Joanna calls, 

But hears alone the echo of the halls. 

He sought that vault where, many a night and day, 

His own dear mother's prisoner he lay ; 

There by the lamp still burning, lo ! 'tis she. 

His own Joanna kneeling on her knee. 

But pale as death ; her left hand back entwined 

In Tamar's hair, who shrinking sits behind. 

Her right upstays her leaning on a spear. 

Ah ! blood is welling from that side so dear ! 

Down o'er her snowy vesture &r it streams. 

But stiU her eye with angry beauty gleams. 

Fixed on that slaughtered Roman whom her lance 

Pierced doubtless first to stay hia base advance. 

Slow went Othuriel near ; the virgin raised 

Her eyes, and strangely, keenly, on him gazed 

One moment ; shrieking in her gladness, she 

Sprung, stretdied her arms in death with him to be. 

Fell, ere he met her, o'er that soldier's head ; 

He rushed, he raised his young Joanna— dead. 

A grief so stem as his no tears supplied. 

He bore and laid her by his mother's side ; 

Tamar went with him, her he held a space 

Upraised to look upon their mother's face : — 

^' You know her, Tamar ? She to us has been 

A dearer mother than wide earth has seen. 

But she is gone firom us ; yet better far 

That she is dead in these sore days of war. 

Weep not, my aster lamb, of thee 111 take 

Ghreat care, and love thee greatly for her sake : 

I am thy brother, come with me !" He led 

The stumbling cldld, and from the chamber sped ; 

Nor, by the very greatness of the ill 

Awed, much she wept, but clung unto him still. 

The roof he sought ; high streaming in the breeze. 

He saw the banner of tibe Maccabees ; 

Down quick he tore its lettered flag ; he sought, 

By Tamar led, a sepulchre remote 
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Behind the house ; away its stone he rolled. 
And spread within that standard's silken fold ; 
Then forth he hrought his dead ones from that room, 
And side hj side he laid them in the tomb ; 
And round their holy heads, and round their feet, 
With gentlest care he wrapped the embroidered sheet ; 
Rolled back the stone to guard their long long rest ; 
XJpsnatched his sister, to his swelling breast 
Strained; kissed her forehead, and her £ace bedewed 
With silent tears still checked but still renewed; 
Then strove in Tain his sobbings to repress, 
That fihe might fear not from Us great distress : 
The while he bore her in his aims away. 
And came to Titus ere the riamg day. 

CANTO VII. 
THE END OF OTHURIEL. 

^ No, princely Titus ! On my head amain 



Just Heaven exhaust the armoury of pain T 

Othuriel said, as down a valley they 

From wasted Zion far pursued their way. 

Leading their steeds ; young Tamar went between ; 

Far on before a Roman host was seen. 

'* So dread my sin, 'tis nought that I repent 

My country's £Edl ; mine must be punishment : 

Tls now begun. But let me not foiget 

For all thy gracious thoughts my mighty debt 

Kings hate their traitor iostruments, and this 

The more when they have helped them not amiss ; 

But not so thou : a nobler rule is thine, 

Still work for me, and safety to design, 

And hope. Though stem must be my future lot, 

My heart shall keep the mitigating thought. 

That through my rash dark treason thou hast seen 

A better nature, and my friend hast been. 

I thank thee, generous Ga9sar; but my vow 

Is wholly finished, and I leave thee now. 

Whither to roam, where resting must be met 

My plague of memory, I have fixed not yet 

Would I were in the deserts, to be borne 

Fleet o'er a hundred hill-tops through the mom. 

To drive the tempest of the chase, to slay 

The wild boar only at the fidl of day, 

When sleep should catch me dropping from my toil. 

And dreams alone have time my peace to spoil ! 

Or give me war — O ! give me boundless stnfe ; 

Let me be swifl and silent all my life 1 

But ha ! this damsel— for her tender sake, 

My worthless life in keeping I must take. 
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For her I Ve lingered till your host you drew 

From ruined Salem, to he safe ivith you, 

My convoy hither. But for me you stay 

Too long conversing thus ; your troops are on away. 

FareweU, heroic man ! yon hills alar, 

And these the plains of Judah firee from war. 

Will yield me safety now," Othuriel said. 

But see ! outhursting from a neighhouring shade 

Of trees, six mounted Jews ; their hearing shews 

They know and will not spare their country's foes. 

Stem, swift they came. Sprung with a startled hound 

Othuriers charger, wheeling round and round. 

Upsnatching Tamar, to his readier steed 

The Ga9sar leapt, and pushed him to his speed. 

Othuriel follows ; dashing as he went, 

A gleaming javelin hy a Jew was sent ; 

Whizzing it overtakes him in its track. 

Ha ! deep it quivers huried in his hack. 

Caught with dread check, round writhed Othuriel struck, 

Wim clutching hand that weapon forth to pluck ; 

Yet kept his seat, and, uiging his career. 

Pursued yon Hehrew with his levelled spear. 

Who followed Titus ; well his speed maintained. 

He neared him fast as on the Prince he gained. 

Ground his clenched teeth, his lance transfixing thrust. 

And hurled the Jew down headlong to the dust. 

Down too he reeled ; yet rising, staggering, he 

Leant on his spear diat Tamar he might see. 

Back gallops Titus in his friendly fear. 

But hark, those other horsemen coining near ! 

** They come, they come ! why, Roman, dare you stay ?" 

Othuriel cried, " Save her ! away, away ! 

Hold hut thy hand alofr, a princely sign 

To keep my Tamar as if she were thine, 

Thy sister or thy daughter ; and till death. 

Let no man draw her from her father s fidth. 

Thanks, lifted hand ! high token ! Now then, flee ! 

Ride 1 ere I die, her safety let me see ! 

The God of Jacoh help you, and help her ! 

I see you, sister, would I with you were ! 

But I am hurt, I cannot go widi you ; 

Yet long 1 11 look" — Away his Tamar flew : 

And sore the pangs that his young hosom rent. 

And much he waved his hand, as on she went ; 

As still he heard her name him o'er and o'er, 

And cry for him, and shriekingly implore 

That he would come to her ; as turned and hent 

To him, to him, o'er Titus' neck she leant. 

Yearning for hhn, her arms outstretched in air 

Li hlent confusion with her floating hair; 
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As died her voice, her looks from him for aye ; 

As £ast and far he saw her borne away. 

But soon the parting grief that him subdued. 

Was swallow^ up by anxious fear renewed ; 

For lo ! those Hebrews still pursuit maintain. 

And chance may giye them what speed cannot gain. 

Heavy with death he staggered ; aye the more 

He leant upon the spear which scsuxsely him upbore ; 

And still from thickening mists his eye he desu^d 

To see his sister saved ; still faint to Titus cheered. 

Joy ! joy ! he sees the Caesar far before 

His following foes ; they pause, the chase is o'er ! 

Tamar is saved ! Othuriel, satisfied. 

Sprung, clapped his hands, and fidling calmly died. 



A SUMMEE DAY. 

MORNING. 

Dear little Isle of ours ! yodr very douds. 
Banged in the east and battiemented black. 
White flock of zenith, or, with stormy glory, 
Tumbling tumultuous o'er the western hills, 
Lend power and beauty to your pictured face, 
Believed and deepened in its light and shade, 
Varied of dale and moimtain, pleasing still 
Through all the seasons, as they come and go, — 
Blue airy Summer, Autumn brown and grave. 
Gnarled sapless Winter, and dear-glinting Spring. 

Mine be the cottage, large enough for use, 
Yet fully occupied, and cheerfrd thus. 
Desolate he who, with his means abridged. 
And wants reduced, yet pride of property 
Still unimpaired, dwells in a narrow flank 
Of his ancestral house, gloomily vast 
Beyond his need,— dwells with the faded ghost 
Of former greatness. There the bellied spider. 
That works in cool and silent palaces. 
Has halls his own. The labyrinthine rooms 
Seem haunted all : mysterious laden airs 
Move the dim tapestries drearily ; and shapes 
Spectral at hollow midnight beckoning glide 
Down the &r corridors, and Mat away. 

Up with the summer sun ! Earlier at times, 
And see gray brindled dawn come up before jkun ; 
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There 's natural health, there 's moral healing in 
The hour so naked clear, so dewy cool ! 
But ofl I wish a chamber in the black 
Castle of Indolei^ce, far in, where spark 
Of prying light ne'er comes, nor sound of cock 
Is heard, nor the long howl of houseless cur. 
Nor dock, nor shrill-winged gnat, nor buzzing fly 
That, by ^e snoring member undeterred, 
Aye settles on your nose's tickled tip 
Tormentingly. Deep in that charmed rest 
Laid, I could sleep the weary world away. 
Months at a tim&->so listless fancy thinks. 

Oh ! curse of sleeplessness ! Haggard and pale, 
The tyrant Nero, see him from his bed 
Wandering about, haunting the long dim halls. 
And silent stairs, at midnight, startled of); 
At his own footsteps, like a guilty thing, 
Shaip turning round aghast. The p£dace sleeps. 
And all the dty sleeps, all save its lord. 
Then looks he to the windows of the east, 
Wearily watching for the morning light. 
That comes not at his wilL Down on his bed 
He flings himself again. His eyeballs ache ; 
His temples throb ; his pillow 's hot and hard ; 
And through his dried brain thoughts and feelings drift, 
Tumultuous, unrestrained, carrying his soul 
On the high fever's surge. The imperial world 
For one short dewy hour of healing sleep ! 
Worlds cannot buy the blessing. Up he reels. 
And staggers forth. Slow-coming day at length 
Has found him thus. Its living busy forms. 
Its turms, its senators, its gorgeous guests. 
Bowing in homage from barbaric isles, 
Its scenes, its duties, are to him a strsmge 
Phantasmagoria : Through its ghastly %ht 
Wildered he lives. To feel and be assured 
He yet has hold on being, with the drugs 
Of monstrous pleasures, cruelty and lust. 
He drugs his spirit ; ever longing still 
For the soft hour of eve, if sleep may com« 
After another day has worn him out 
But images of black, bed-fellows strange, 
Lie down with him ; drawing his curtain back. 
Unearthly shapes, and unimagined feces, 
Look in upon him, near down on his eyes. 
Nearer and nearer still, till they are forced 
To wink beneath the infliction, like a weight 
Of actual pressure, solid, heavy, felt. 
But winking hard, a thousand coloured motes 
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Begin to dance confused, and central stars, 

And spots of light, welling and widening out 

In rings concentric, peopling all the blind 

Black vacancy before his burning balls. 

But soon thej change to leering antic shapes. 

And dread'Suggesting fiends. Dim, far away. 

Long dripping corpses, swaying in the wares, 

Slowly cast up, arise ; gashed, gory throats, 

And headless trunks of men, are nearer seen. 

And every form of tragic butchery— 

The myriad victims of his power abused 

By sea and land. To give their hideousness 

Due light, a ceiling of clear molten fire. 

Figured with sprawling imps, begins to glow 

Hot overhead, casting a brazen %ht 

Down on the murdered crew. All bent on him, 

Near, nearer still, they swarm, they crowd, they press ; 

And round and round, and through and through the rout, 

The naked Pleasures, knit with demons, dance. 

Wild whirls his brain anew. This night is as 

The last, and far more terrible. Guilt thus. 

And sleeplessness, more than perpetuate 

Each other — dreadful lineage ! Let us hope, 

For himian nature, that the man was mad. 

Up firom your blameless sleep, go forth and meet 
The glistening mom, over the smoking lawn 
Spangled, by briery balks, and brambled lanes. 
Where blows the dog-rose, and the honey-suckle ^ 

Hangs o'er the heavy hedge its trailing sheaf 
Of stems and leaves, tendnls and clasping rings. 
Cold dews, and bugle blooms, and honey smeUs, 
And wild bees swinging as they murmur there. 
The speckled thrush, startled from off the thorn, 
Shakes down the crystal drops. With spurring haste, 
The rabbit scuds across the grassy path ; 
Pauses a moment, with its form and ears 
Arrect to listen ; then, with glimpse of white. 
Springs through the hedge into the ferny brake. 
Or taste the freshness of the pastoral hiUs 
On such a mom : Light scarfs of thinning mist 
Li graceful lingerings round their shoulders hang ; 
New-washed and white, the sheep go nibbling up 
The high green slopes ; a hundred gurgling riUs, 
Sparkling with foam-bells, to your very heart 
Send their delicious coolness ; hark ! again, 
The cuckoo somewhere in the sunny skirts 
Of yonder patch of the old natural woods ; 
With sudden iron croak, clear o'er the gray 
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Summii^ o'erhanging you, with levelled flight, 
The rayen shoots into the deep blue air. 

Lo ! in the confluence of the mountain glens, 
The small gray ruins of an ancient kirk. 
'Twas the first kirk, so faithful reverence tells. 
Of Scotland's Reformation : And it drew, 
Now as before, from all the hills around. 
The worshippers ; till, in a richer vale. 
To suit the populous hamlet rising there, 
A larger, nearer parish church was built 
Thus was the old one left. But there it stands. 
And there will stand till the slow tooth of Time 
Nibble it all away ; for it is fenced 
Completely round, not with just awe alone. 
But superstitious fears, the abuse of awe 
In simple minds : Strange judgments, so they say. 
Have rallen on those who once or twice have dared 
To lay their hands upon its holy stones 
For secular uses, and remove its belL 
With such excess of love — we'll blame it not— 
Does Scotland love her Church. Be it so still ; 
And be its emblem still the Burning Bush ! 
Bush of the wilderness ! See how the flames 
Bicker and bum around it ; but a low 
Soft breath of the great Spirit of Salvation 
Blows gracious by, and the dear little Bush, 
The desert Bush, in every freshened leaf 
Uncurled, unsinged in every flowery bud. 
Fragrant with Heavenly dews, and dropping balsams 
Go<^ for the hurt soul's healing, waves and msdes. 
Even in the very heart of the red burning. 
In livelier green and furer blossoming. 

Earth sends her soft warm incense up to heaven ; 
The birds their matins sing. Joining i3ie hymn, 
The tremulous voice of psdms from human lips 
Is heard in the free air. You wonder where, 
And who the worshippers. Behold them now, 
Down in the grassy hollow lowly seated. 
Close by the mountain bum — an old gray man. 
His head uncovered, and the Book of life 
Spread on his knee, a female by his side. 
His aged wife, both beggars by their garb, 
With frail cracked voices, yet with hearts attuned 
To the immortal harmonies of faith, 
And hope, and love, in the green wildemess 
Praising the Lord their God — a touching sight ! 
High in the Heavenly House not made with hands, 
The archangels sing, angels, and saints in white, 
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Striking their golden harps hefore the Throne ; 

But, in the pauses of the symphony, 

A voice comes up from earth, the simple psalm 

Of those old heggars, heard hy the Ear of God 

With more acceptance than hosannahs sung 

In hlissfiil jubilee. 'Tis hard to think 

The people of the Lord must beg their bread ; 

Yet happy they who, poor as this old twain 

On earth, like them, have laid fast titled hold 

Upon the treasures of Eternity ! 

Her nest is here : But ah ! the cunning thing, 
See where oiu: White-throat, like the partridge, feigns 
A broken wing, thick fluttering o'er the ground. 
And tumbling oft, to draw you from her brood 
Within the bush. - Now that's a lie, my birdie ! 
Your wing's not broken ; but we '11 grant you this, — 
The lie 's a white one, white as your own throat. 
Yet how should He who is the Truth itself. 
And whose unquestioned prompting instinct is. 
Implant deceit within yoiu: little breast. 
And make you act it, eyen to save your young ? 
The whole creation groans for man, for sin, 
And death its consequence : We're changed to you 
In our relations, birdie ; as a part 
Of that primeval ill, we rob your nest. 
To meet this change, and in God's own permission 
Of moral wrong, was it, that guile was given 
Even to the truest instinct of your love ; 
And your deceit is our reflected sin ? 
Subtle philosopher, or sound divine, 
'Tis a grave question ; can you answer it ? 
The more we wonder at this curious warp 
From truth, the more we see the o'erruling law 
Of natural love in all things, which will be 
A fraud in instinct, rather than a flaw 
In care parental. O ! how gracious good, 
That all the generations, as they rise, 
Of living things, are not sustained by one 
Great abstract fiat of Benevolence ; 
But by a thousand separate forms of love. 
All tremblingly alive : The himian heart. 
With all its conduits, and its channel-pipes. 
Warm, flowing, ftdl, quiveringly keen and strong 
In all its tendnls and its bloody threads. 
Laying hold of its children widi the fast 
Bands of a man ; fish, bird, beast, reptile, insect. 
The wallowing, belching monsters of the deep, 
Down to the filmiest people of the leaf. 
Are all God's nurses, and draw out the breast. 
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Or brood for him. O ! what a system thus 
Of active love, of every shape and kind. 
Has been created, from the Heart of Heaven 
Extended, multiplied, personified 
In living forms tiiroughout the Universe ! 

In life's first glee, and first untutored grace, 
With raven tresses, and with glancing eyes. 
How beautiful those children, lustrous dark. 
Pulling the kingcups in the flowery meadow ! 
Bom of an Indian mother : She by night. 
An orphan damsel on her native lulls. 
Looked down the Khyber Pass, with pity touched 
For the brave strangers that lay slain in heaps, 
Low in that fatal fold and pen of death. 
Sorrow had taught hex mercy : Forth she went 
With simple cordials finom her lonely cot, 
If she might help to save some woimded foe. 
By cavern went she, and tall ice-glazed rock. 
Casting its spectral shadow on the snow, 
BeneaSi the hard blue moon. Save her own feet 
Crushing the starry spangles of the frost, 
Sound mere was none on all the silent hills ; 
And silence filled the valley of the dead. 
Down went the maid aslant. A clifiTs recess 
Gave forth a living form. A wounded youth. 
One unit relic of &Bt thick battue. 
Escaping death, and mastering his deep hurt, 
From out the bloody Pass had climbed thus £ai 
The mountain side, and rested there a while. 
The virgin near, up rose he heavily. 
Staggered into ihe light, and stood before her. 
Bowing for help. She gave him sweet spiced milk, 
And led him to her home, and hid him diere 
Months, till pursuit was o'er, and he was healed, 
And from her mountains he could safely go. 
But grateful Walter loved the Afighan girl. 
And would not go without her : They had taught 
Each other language': Will she go with him 
To the Isles of the West, and be his wife ? 
Nor less she loved the fiur-haired islander. 
And softly answered. Yes. And she is now 
His Christian wife, wondering and loving much 
In this mild land, honoured and loved by all ; 
With such a grace of glad humility 
She does her duties. And, to crown her joy 
Of holy wedded life, her God has given her 
Those beauteous children, with the laughing voices, 
Pulling the kingcups in the flowery meadow. 
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Our walk is o'er. But let us see our bees, 
Before we turn into our ivied porch* 
The little honey-folk, how wise are they ! 
Their polity, their industry, their work. 
The help they take from man, and what they gire him 
Of fragrant nectar, sea-green, clear, and sweet, 
Inyest them ahnost with the dignity 
Of human neighbourhood, without the intrusion. 
Coming and going, what a hum and stir ! 
The dewy mom mey love, the sunny day. 
With showeiy dropping balms, liquoring the flowers 
In every vein and eye. But when the heavens 
Grow doudy, and the quick-engendered blasts 
Darken and whiten as they skiff along 
The mountain-tops, tiQ all the nearer air, 
Seized with the gloom, is turbid, dense, and cold, 
Back from their far-off foraging the bees. 
In myriads, saddened into small black motes. 
Strike through the troubled air, sharp past your head. 
And almost hitting you, their lines of flight 
Converging, thickening as they draw near home ; 
So much &ey fear the storms, so much they love 
The safety of their straw-built citadels. 

NOON. 

At times a bird slides through the glossy air. 
O'er the enamelled woodlands ; but no chirp 
Of song is heard : all 's dumb and panting heat. 
How waste and idle are yon river sands, 
Far-stretchiog white ! The stream is ahnost shrunk 
Down to the green gleet of its slippery stones ; 
And in it stand the cows, switching their tails. 
With circling drops, and ruminating slow. 
A hermit glutton on a sodded root, 
Fish -gorged, his head and biil sunk to his breast, 
The lean blue heron stands, and there wiU stand 
Motionless all the long dull afternoon. 

But the old woods are near, with grateful glooms, 
Dells, silent grottoes, and cold sunken wells ; 
There rest on mossy seats, and be refreshed : 
Thankful you toil not, at this blazing hour. 
Beneath the Dog-star in some sandy lane 
Of the strait sea-coast town, pent closely in 
With walls of fiery brick, their tops stuck o'er 
With broken pointed glass, and danders hot 
Fencing their feet, with sparse ears of wild barley 
Parched, dun, and dead amongst them ; o'er your head 
The smoke of potteries, and the foundry vent 
Sending its quivering exhalation up— 
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Heat more than smoke ; to aggravate the whole, 
The sweltering, smothering, suffocating whole. 
The oppressive sense upon your heart of man's 
Worst dwellings round you — smells of stinking fish ; 
Tom dingy shirts, half washed, flea-spotted stiU, 
Himg out on bending strings at broken windows ; 
Hunger, and fear, and pale disordered &ces, 
Lies, drunken strife, strokes, cries, and new-coined oaths, 
All hot and rough £rom the red mint of Hell. 

Lo ! with her screwed tail cocked aloft in air. 
The cottar s cow comes scampering clumsily. 
Her, sorely cupped and leeched, the clegs have stung 
From her propriety ; and hoisting high 
Her standard of distress, this way she comes 
Cantering unwieldily, her heavy udder, 
Dropping out milk, swinging from side to side. 
Pathetic sight ! so long have we been used 
To see the solemn tenor of her life, 
From calfhood to her present reverend age 
Of wrinkled front, scored horns, and hollow back, — 
Tenor unbroken, save when once or twice 
A pool of frothy blood before the smithy 
Has made her snuff, snort, paw, and toss her head, 
Wheel round and round, and slavering bellow mad : 
That blood the cadger's horse, seized with the bots. 
When he on cobwebbed clover, raw and cold. 
Had supped, gave spouting, spinning from his neck, 
Beneath the blacksmith's mallet and his fleam. 
Is this the cow, at home so patient o'er 
The cool sobriety of cabbage leaves. 
Hoarse cropped for her at mom, when the night-drops 
Lie like big diamonds in the freshened stock, — 
Drops broken, running, scattered, but again 
Conglobed like quicki^ver, until they fall 
Shaken to earth ? Is this the milky mother. 
That long has given to thankfrd squeezing hands, 
With such an air of steady useftdness. 
The children's streaming food — twelve pints a-day ; 
And with her butter, and her cheese, cmd cans 
Of white-green whey, has bought the grocery goods, 
Snuff and tobacco ? Oh ! the affecting sight ! 
Help, help, ye shades, the venerable bmte ! 
But gradually subsiding to a trot, 
She takes the river with a fellow-feeling. 
And, modestly aloof to raise no strife. 
There settles down behind the stranger cows. 
Ah ! Crummie, you have stolen this scampering march 
Upon the little cow-herd. Far are heard 
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The opening roarings of his wondering fear, 

Nearer and nearer still, as they come on, 

Loading the noontide air. Three other friends 

Had he to feed, besides the fiunily cow. 

Twin cushats young, the yellow hair now sparse 

In their thick gathering plumage, nesding lie 

Within his bonnet ; they can snap, and strike 

With the raised wing ; grown Tigorous thus, they need 

A larger dinner of provided peas. 

Nor less his hawk, shrill-screaming as it shakes 

Its wings for food, must have the knotted worms 

From moist cold beds below the unwholesome stone. 

That never has been raised — ^if he be quick 

To raise it, and can seize them ere they slink 

Into their holes, or, when half in, can draw them. 

With a long, steady, gentle, equal pull. 

Tenacious &ough tiiiey be, and tender stretched 

Till every rib seems ready to give way, 

Unbroken out in all their slippery length. 

These now he wandered seeking, for the ground 

Was parched, and they the sur&ce all had left : 

And many a stone he raised, but nothing saw. 

Save insect eggs, and shells of beetles' wings, 

Slaters, cocoons, and yellow centipedes. 

Thus was he drawn away. When he came back. 

His cow was gone. Dismayed, he looked all round. 

At last he saw, &r-off on the horizon. 

Her hoisted tail. He seized his birds cmd ran. 

Following the tail, and as he ran he roared. 

Yonder he comes in view with red-hot face ; 

Boaring the more to see old Crummie take 

The river — ^how shall he dislodge her thence, 

And get her home again ? Oh ! deep distress ! 

The world is flooded with the dazzling day. 
We take the woods. Couched in their checkered skirts, 
Below an elm we lie. A sylvan stream 
Is sleeping by us in a cold still pool. 
Within whose glassy depth the little fishes 
Hang, as in crystal air. Freckled with gleams, 
'Neath yonder hazelly bank that roo& it o'er 
With roots and moss, it slides and slips away. 
Here a rayed spot of light, intensely clear. 
Strikes our eye through the leaves ; a sunbeam there 
Comes slanting in between the mossy trunks 
Of the green trees, and misty shimmering falls 
With a long slope down on the glossy ferns : 
light filmy flies athwart it brightening shoot. 
Or dance and hover in the motty ray. 
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We love the umbrageous Elm. Its well-crimped leaf, 
Serrated, fresh, and rough as a cow's tongue, 
Is healthy, natural, and cooling, fax 
Beyond ike glazy polish of the bay. 
Famed though it be, but glittering hard as if 
'Twere liquored o'er with some metallic wash. 
Thus pleased, laid back, up through the elm o'erhead 
We look. The little Creeper of the Tree 
Lends life to it : See how the antic bird, 
Her bosom to the bark, goes round away 
Behind the trunk, but quaintly reappears 
Through a rough cleft above, with busy bill 
Picking her lunch ; and now among the leaves 
Our birdie goes, bright glimmering in the green 
And yellow light il^t Sh the tender tree 

Low o'er the bumie bends the drooping Birch. 
Fair tree 1 though oft its cuticle of bark 
Hangs in white fluttering tatters on its breast. 
No &irer twinkles in the dewy glade. 
Sweet is its scented breath, the wild deer loves it, 
And SDxd& and browses at the budding spray. 
But &r more tempting to the truant's eyes. 
Wandering the woods, its thick excrescences 
Of bundled matted sprigs ! Soft steals he on, 
To And what seems a&r the cushat's nest. 
Or pie's, or crow's. Deceived, yet if the tree 
Is old, he seeks in its decaying clefts 
The fongous cork-wood that gives balls to boys, 
And smooth-skinned razor-strops to bearded men. 
Bent all on play, our little urclun next 
Peels off a bit of bark, and with his nails 
Splits and divides the many-coated rind 
To the last outer thinness ; then he holds 
The silky shivering fihn between his lips. 
And pipes and whistles, mimicking the thrush. 
Nor less the Beauty of our natural woods 
Is useful too. What time the housewife's pirn 
(Oh ! cheerless change that stopped the birring wheel !) 
Whirled glimmering round before the evening fire, 
'Twas birchen aye. And when our tough-heeled shoes 
Have stood the tear and wear of stony hills 
Beyond our hope, we bless the birchen pegs. 
In Norway o'er the foam, their crackling fires 
Are fed with bark of birch, and there they thatch 
Their simple houses with its pliant twigs, v 
At home, the virtues of our civic besoms 
Confess tibe birch. The Master of the School 
Is now " abroad :" O ! may he never miss, 
Wander where'er he will, the birchen shaw ; 
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Bat cat the immemorial ferala, 
To lay in pickle for rebellious imps, 
And discipline to worth the British youtL 

The Qaeen can make a Duke; but cannot make 
One of the forest's old Aristocrats. 
Behold yon Oak ! what glory in his bole, 
His boughs, his branches, his broad frondent head ! 
The ancient Nobleman ! Not She who rules 
The kingdoms, many-isled, on which the sun 
Never goes down, with all the investiture 
Of garters, coronets, scutcheons, swords, and stars. 
Could make him there at once. Patrician ! Nay, 
King of the woods, his independent reahn ! 
Whate'er his titled name, there let him stand. 
Fit emblem of our British Constitution, 
Full constituted in the rooted Past, 
With powers, and forces, and accommodations, 
The growth of ages, not an act or work ! 
Beyond this emblem of old dignity. 
And far beyond the associated thought 
Of ^^ Hearts of Oak," that mightiest incarnation 
Of human power that earth has ever seen—- 
As when we launched our Nelson, and he went 
Thundering around the world, driving the foe, 
With all their banded hosts, from hemisphere 
To hemisphere, before him, by the terror 
Of his tremendous name, but overtook. 
And thunderHEonote them down, swept from the i 
Beyond all this, the reverend Oak takes back 
The heart to elder days of holy awe. 
Such oaks are they, the hoariest of their race, 
Round Lochwood Tower, the Johnstone's ancient seat. 
Bowed down with very age, and rough all o'er 
With scurfy moss, and the depending hair 
Of parasitic plants (the misletoe. 
Be sure, is there, congenial friend of old), 
They look as if no lively little bird 
Durst hop upon their spirit-awing heads : 
Perhaps, at midnight hour, Minerva's bird, 
The grave, staid owl, may rest a moment there. 
But solemn visions swarm on eveiy bough, 
Of Druid ddngs in old dusky time. 

When lours the thunder-cloud, and all the trees 
Stand black and still, with what a trump profound 
The wild bee wanders by ! But here he is. 
Hoarse murmuring in the fox-glove's weighed-down bell. 
Happy in summer he ! but when the days 
Of later autumn come, they'll find him hanging 
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In torpid stupor on the horse-knot's top ; 

Or by the ragweed in the school^bo/s hand. 

As forth he issues angry from hb Inke, 

Struck down, he 11 die— what time the urchins, bent 

On honey, delre into the solid ground : 

They seize the yellower and the cleaner comb. 

But drop it quick, when squeezing it they find 

Nought there but milky maggots ; then ihej pidk 

The darker bits, and suck them, though they be 

Wild, bitter-flaroured in their luscious strength. 

And dirty brown, and mixed with eaiflien mould. 

The luckier mower, in the grassy mead. 

Turns up with his scythe s point, or widi its edge, 

The foggie's bike, a ball of soft, dry fog. 

With what a sharp, thin, acrid, pent-up buzz. 

Swarming, it lives and stirs ! But when the bees 

Are all £slodged, and drding wheel away. 

The swain rejoices in that bn^it dean honey. 

Ah ! there's Miss Kitty Wren, with her codked tal. 
Cocked like a cooper's thumb. Miss Kitty goes 
In 'neath the bank, and then comes out again 
By some queer hole. Thus, all the day she ^es 
Her quest from hedge to bank, scarce erer seen 
Flying above your head in open air. 
Unsmitten by the heat where now she is, 
She strikes into her song — Miss Kitty's song ! 
(We never think of male in Kitty's case.) 
The song is short, and varies not, but yet 
Tis not monotonous ; with such a pipe 
Of liquid clearness does she open it, 
And, with increasing vigour to the end, 
Gx> through it quite : Thus all the year she sings, 
Except in frost, the spunky little bird ! 
On mossy stump of thorn her curious nest 
Is often built, a twig drawn over it, 
To bind it firm ; but more she loves the roof 
Of sylvan cave o'er-arched, where the green twilight 
Glimmers with golden light, and fox-gloves stand. 
Tall, purple^faced, her goodly beef-eaters^ 
To guard and dignify her entrance gate. 
The ballad vouches that a wee, wee bird 
Oft brings a whispered message to the ear ; 
So here 's our ear. Miss Wren (your pardon ! we 
Must call you Mrs now), pray, tell us how 
You manage, in your crowded little house, 
To feed your thirteen young, nor miss one mouth 
In its due turn, but give them all fair play ? 
And here 's our other ear ; say, ere you go, 
What means the Bachelor's Nest ? 'Tis oftener found 
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Than the true finished one. Externally, 

Tis built as well ; but ne'er we find within 

The cozy feathery lining for the home 

Of loYe parentaL Is it, as some think, 

And as the name, though not precise, implies, 

Made for your husband, whosoe'er he be. 

To sleep o'nights in ? Or, as others deem. 

Is it a lure to draw the loiterer's eye 

Off finom the genuine nest, not far away ? 

Or, shy and nice, were you disturbed in bmlding ; 

Or by some other instinct, fine and true. 

Impelled to change your first projected place. 

And choose a safer ? This yoiu: Laureate holds. 

But here comes Robin. In our boyish days. 
We thought him Kitty's husband. By his dear 
Black eye, he 's fit to answer for himself, 
like her, he sings the whole year round ; but she 
Is not his wife. See how he turns the head 
This way and that, peeping from out the leaves 
With curious eye, and still comes hopping nearer. 
Strong in his individual character, 
His Imowing glance, his shape, his waistcoat red, 
His pipe melMuous, and pugnacious pride, 
Darting to strike intruders from his beat, 
And other qualities, his love of man 
Is stiQ his great peculiarity. 

The starved hedge-sparrow haunts the moistened sink. 
On gurly winter days, the bitter wind 
Buffing her back, showing the bluer down 
Beneath her feathers fireclded brown above. 
But ne'er she ventures nearer where man dwells ; 
With sidelong look, bold Robin takes our floor. 
And when, as now, we rest us in the depths 
Of leafy woods, he 's with us in a trice. 
Such is the genius of red-breasted Robin. 

What makes the Owl abroad at such an hour ? 
Tis not canonical for one whose walk 
And conversation is on Wisdom's shoulder 
Staid, in the meditations of the night. 
Look at him ! Sunny motes are in his eyes ; 
And yet he makes his dazed and doubtful way 
Out of the wood, full into glaring noon. 
Worse wildored there, what can he do but wheel 
In blind, short, aimless, awkward circlings round. 
Lest hd should bump his head against a tree ? 
Puck, to your spiriting here ! yonder 's a sheaf 
Of sunbeams piercing through the thinner leaves ; 
Pluck thee the sharpest of the cluster, get 
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Behind Sir Oracle, and prick him back 
Home to his ivied cell, admonished thence 
To budge not, till the little mouse of night 
Creeps from her hole, and fissles through the grass. 

Along the shingly shallows of the bum. 
The smallest bird that walks, and does not hop. 
How fast yon Wagtail runs ; its little feet 
Quick as a mouse's ! Thus its shaking tail 
Is kept in even balance, poised and straight. 
With hopping moyements 'twould not h^monize. 
But wagging inconveniently more. 
Mar and confound the bird's progressive way, 
When off the vdng. Wisdom Divine contrived 
The just proportions of this compromise 
Betwixt the motions of the feet and tail. 
Aloft in air, each chirrup keeping time 
With each successive undulation long, 
The wagtail flies, a pleasant summer bird. 

A moment on the elm above our head 
Bests the Green-linnet. Wordsworth says. He " from 
The cottage-eaves pours forth his song in gushes." 
Not so in Scotland : Here he sometimes bmlds 
His nest within the garden's beechen hedge ; 
But never haunts our eaves. As for his song, 
A few short notes, meagre and harsh, are all 
This somewhat spiritless and lumpish bird 
Has ever given us. Can the Master err ? 

With all the thick short rowing of her vmigs. 
The Magpie makes dow way. But her glib tongue 
Goes chattering fast enough. In yonder fir. 
The sunmier solstice cannot keep her mute. 
Surely, the bird should speak : Take the young pie, 
And with a silver sixpence split its tongue, 
'Twill speak incontinent ; thus the notion runs 
From simple ^Either down to simple son, 
In many parts. Oft in om: boyhood's days 
We've seen it tried ; but somehow, by bad luck. 
It always happened that the poor bird died, 
When, doubtless, just upon the eve of speech. 
Sore was the splitting then, but fiar worse now : 
The sixpence then, worn till it lost the head 
Of George the Third, was thin as a knife's edge. 
And fitly sharp ; the coin's now thick and dull, 
And msJces the clumsier cleaving full of pq.in. 
As boys we feared the magpie, for 'twas held 
A bird of omen : Oft 'twas seen to tear 
With mad extravagant bill the cottage thatch, 
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Herald of death within : To neighbouring towns. 
The schoolboy, sent on morning messages, 
Counted with awe how many pies at once 
Hopped on his road ; by this he learned to know 
The various fortunes of the coming time. 

Sweet lore was yours, O Bewick ! with that eye 
So keen, yet quiet, for ihe Beautiful, 
And for ^e Droll — ^that eye so loving large ! 
Yet sweeter, Wilson, yours, as yours a range 
More ample &r, watching die goings-on 
Of Nature in the boundless soUtudes. 
We know no happier man than him, at once, 
With native powers, fixed from a restless youth 
To a great work congenial, which his might 
Of conscious wiU has mastered ere begun ; 
Life's work, and the foundations of h^ fame : 
But O ! its sweetness, if in Nature's eye 
His is the privilege to work it out ! 
• Such was tiie work of Wilson. Happy, too. 
Is Audubon. When Day, like a bright bird. 
Throughout the heavens has flown, chased by the black 
Falcon of Night, he sleeps beneath a tree ; 
Upspringing witili the mom, the enthusiast holds 
On his green way rejoicing : His to catch. 
And fix the creatures of the wilderness 
In pictured forms, not in the attitudes 
Of stiff convenience, but in all their play 
Of happy natural life, fearless, untamed 
By man's intrusion, wanton, easy, free. 
Yet full of tart peculiarities, 
Freakish, and quaint, and ever picturesque. 
Their secret gestures, and the wild escapes 
From out their eyes ; watching how Nature works 
Her fine frugalities of means, ev6n there 
Where all is lavish freedom, finer still. 
The compensations of her processes. 
Throughout their whole economy of life. 
Sweet study ! O ! for one long summer day 
With Audubon in the fiur Western woods ! 

We leave the shade, and take the open fields. 
Winding our way by immemorial paths. 
So soft and green, the poor man's privilege : 
May jealous freedom ever keep them free ! 
Such is the sultry langour of the day. 
The eye sees nothing clear. But now it rests 
On yonder sable patch — ah ! yes, a band 
Of mourners gathered round a closing grave. 
In the old church-yard. How unnatural 
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The black solemnity in such a day 

Of light and life ! But who was he or she 

Who thus goes dust to dust ? A matron ripe 

In years and grace at once for death and Heaven. 

Her aged father s stay until he died, 

She then was wed and widowed in one year, 

And made a mother. With her in&nt son 

She dwelt in peace, and nourished him with love. 

Mild and sedate, upgrew the old-fashioned boy ; 

And went to church with her, a little man 

In garb and gravity : you would have smiled 

To see him coming in. She lifted him 

Up to his seat beside her, drew him near. 

And took his hand in hers. There as he sate, 

Ofit looked she down to see if he was sleeping ; 

And drowsy half, half in the langour soft 

Of innoc^it trust and aimless piety. 

The child looked up into his mother's &ce. 

And she looked down into his eyes, and saw 

The neighbouring window in their pupil balls, 

With all its panes, reflected small but clear; 

And gave his hand soft pressure with her hand, . 

Still shifting, trying still to be more soft. 

God took him from her. In a holy stillness 

She dwelt concentred. Decent were her means, 

And so she changed not outwardly. No trouble 

Gave she to neighbours ; but she helped them oft. 

And when she died, her grave-clothes, there they were. 

Made by her own preparing heart and hand. 

And neatly folded in an antique chest : 

Not even a pin was wanting, where, to dress 

Her body with due care, a pin should be ; 

And every pin was stuck in its own place. 

Nor was all this from any hard mistrust 

Of human love, for she the charities 

Took with glad heart ; but from a strength of mind 

Which stood equipped in every point for death, 

And, loving order, loved it to the end. 

The mourners all are gone : How lonely still 
The church-yard now ! Here in their simple graves 
The generations of the hamlet sleep ; 
All grassy simple, save that, here and there, 
Love-planted flowerets deck the lowly sod. 
Blame not that sorrowing love : 'Tis for too true 
To make of Burial one of the Fine Arts ; 
Yet the sweet thought that scented violets spring 
From the loved ashes, is a natural war 
Against the foul dishonours of the grave. 
Bloom then, ye little flowers, and sweetly smell ; 
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Draw up the heart's dust in your flushing hues, 
And odorous hreath, and giye it to the bee, 
And giye it to the air, circling to go 
From life to life, through all that living flux 
Of interchange which makes this wondrous world. 
Go where it will, the dear dust is not lost ; 
Found it will be in its own place and form, 
On that great day, the Resurrection Day. 

EVENING. 

Those shouts proclaim the Tillage school is out. 
This way and that, the children break in groups ; 
Some by the sunny stile, and meadow pa&. 
Slow sauntering homeward ; others to the bum 
Bounding, beneath the stones, and roots, and banks. 
With stealthy hand to catch the spotted trout, 
Or stab the eel, or slip their noose of hair 
Over the bearded loach, and jerk him out 
Here on his donkey, slow as any snail 
At mom from the &r farm, but, homeward now. 
Willing and fast, an urchin blithe and bold 
Comes scampering on : His face is to the tail 
In fun grotesque ; stooping, with both his hands 
He holds the hairy rump ; his kicking feet 
Go walloping ; his empty flask of tin, 
That bore his noon of milk, quiver of life. 
And not of death, high-bounding on his back, 
Battles the while. With many a whoop behind. 
Scouring the dusty road vdth their bare feet. 
In vdcked glee, a squad of fellow imps 
Come on with thistles and with nettle- wands, 
Pursuingly, intent to goad and vex 
The long -eared cuddy : He, the cuddy, lays 
His long ears back upon his neck, his head 
Lowered the while, and out behind him flings 
High his indignant heels, at once to keep 
That hurly-burly of tormentors ofi^. 
And rid his back of that insulting rider. 

Unconscious boyhood ! Oh ! the perils near 
Of luring Pleasures ! In the evening shade. 
Drowsy reclining, in my dream I saw 
A comely youth, with wanton flowing curls. 
Chase down the sunlit vale a glittering flight 
Of winged creatures, some like birds, and some 
Like butterflies, and moths of marvellous size 
And beauty, purple-ruffed, and spotted rich 
With velvet tippets, and their wings like flame. 
Onward they drew him to a coming cloud, 
With skirts of vapoury gold, but steaming dense 



A SUMMER DAY. 167 

And dark beldnd, dose gathering from the ground ; 

And on and in he went, in heedless chase. 

And straight those skirts curled inward, and became 

Part of the gloom : Compacted, solid, black, 

It has him in, and it wilj keep him there. 

The cloud stood still a space, as if to give 

Time for the acting of some doom within. 

Ominous, silent, grim. It moved again, 

Tumultuous stirred, and broke in seams and flaws, 

And gave me glimpses of its inner womb : 

Outdarting forked tongues, and brazen fins, 

Blue web-winged vampire-bats, and harpj faces, 

And dragon crests, and vulture heads obscene, 

I there beheld : Fierce were their levelled looks. 

As if inflicted on some victim. Who 

That victim was, I saw not But are these 

The painted Pleasures which that youth pursued 

Adown the vale ? How cruel changed ! But what 

And where is he ? Is he their victim there ? 

Heavy the cloud went passing by. From out 

Its fiui;her end I saw that young man come. 

Worn and dejected ; specks and spots of dirt 

Were on his face, and round his sunken eyes ; 

Hollow his cheeks, lean were his bony brows; 

And lank and clammy were the locks that once 

Played curling round his neck : The Passions there 

Have done their work on him. With trembling limbs. 

And stumbling as he went, he sate him down. 

With folded arms, upon a sombre hill. 

Apart from men, and from his father's house. 

That wept for him ; and, sitting there, he looked 

With heavy-laden eyes down on the ground. 

But the night fell, and hid him from my view. 

In yonder sheltered nook of nibbled sward. 
Beside the wood, a gipsy band are camped ; 
And there they'll sleep the summer night away. 
By stealthy holes, their ragged tawny brood 
Creep through the hedges, in their pilfering quest 
Of sticks and pales, to make their evening fire. 
Untutored things, scarce brought beneath the laws 
And meek provisions of this ancient State ! 
Yet, is it wise, with wealth and power like hers, 
And such resources of good government, 
To let so many of her sons grow up 
In untaught ^kness and consecutive vice ? 
True, we are jealous free, and hate constraint, 
And every cognisance o'er private life ; 
Yet, not to name a higher principle, 
Twere but an institution of poHce, 
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Due to society, preventative 

Of crime, the cheapest and the best support 

Of order, right, and law, that not one child. 

In all this realm of ours, should be allowed 

To grow up uninstructed for this life. 

And for the next. Were every child State-claimed, 

Laid hold of thus, and thus prepared to be 

A proper member of society, 

What founts of vice, with all their issuing streams, 

Might thus be closed for ever, and at once ! 

Good propagating good, so &r as man 

Can work with God, O ! this is the great work 

To change our moral world, and people Heaven. 

Would we had Christian statesmen to devise, 

And shape, and work it out ! Our liberties 

Have limits and abatements manifold ; 

And soon the National Will, which makes restraint 

Part of its freedom, oft the soundest part. 

Would recognise the wisdom of the plan, 

Arming the State with full authority 

For such an institute of renovation. 

This work achieved at home, with what a laige 

Consistent exercise of power, and right 

To hope the blessing, should we then go forth, 

Pushing into the d^k of Heathen worlds 

The crystal frontiers of the invading Light, 

The Gospel Light ! The glad submitting Earth 

Would cry. Behold, their own land is a land 

Of perfect living light — how beautiftd 

Upon the mountains are their blessed feet ! 

Through yonder meadow comes the milk-maid's song. 
Clear, but not bhthe, a melancholy chaunt. 
With dying falls monotonous ; for youth 
AflFects the dark and sad : Her ditty tells 
Of captive lorn, or broken-hearted maid, 
Left of her lover, but in dream thrice dreamt 
Warned of his fate, when, with his fellow-crew 
Of ghastly sailors on benighted seas. 
He clings to some black, wet, and dippery rock. 
Soon to be washed away ; what time their ship, 
Driven on the whirlpool's wheel, is sent below, 
And ground upon the millstones of the sea. 
The song has ceased. Up the dim elmy lane 
The damsel comes. But at its leafy mouth 
The one dear lad has watched her entering in, 
And with her now comes softly side by side. 
But oft he plucks a leaf from off the hedge. 
For lack of words, in bashful love sincere ; 
Till, in his innocent freedom bolder grown, 
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He crops a dewy gowan from the path. 
And greatly danng flings it at her cheek. 
Close o'er the pair, along the green arcade, 
Now hid, now seen against the evening skjy 
The wayering, circling, sudden-wheelii^ bat 
Plays little Cupid, blind enough for that. 
And fitly fickle in his flights to be 
The very Boy-god's self. Where'er may lie 
The power of arrows with the golden tips, 
That silent lad is smit, nor less that girl 
Is cleft of heart : be this the token true :— 
Next Sabbath mom, when o'er the pasture hills 
Barefoot she iM)mes to Church, with Bible wrapped 
In dean white napkin, and the sprig of mint 
And southernwood laid duly in the leaves. 
And down she sits beside the bum to wash 
Her feet, and don her stockings and her shoes, 
Before she come unto the House of Prayer, 
With all her reverence of the Day, she'll cast 
(Forgive the simple thing !) her eye askance 
Into the mirror of the glassy pool. 
And give her ringlets ti^e last taking touch. 
For lum who flung the gowan at her cheek 
In that soft twilight of Sie elmy lane. 

Pensive the setting Day, whether, as now, 
Cloudless it fades away, or far is seen, 
In long and level parallels of light. 
Purple and liquid yeUow, barred with douds, 
Far in the twUight Wesl^ seen through some deep 
Embrowned grove of venerable trees. 
Whose pillared stems, apart, but regular, 
Stand off against the sky : In such a grove^ 
At such an hour, permitted eyes might see 
Angels, majestic Shapes, walking the earth. 
Holding mHd converse for the good of man. 

Day melts into the West, another flake 
Of sweet blue Time into the Eternal Past. 
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THE CAPTIVE OF FEZ. 

CANTO I. 

THE PRISON. 

O'er golden Fez the summer sun is shining. 

But not for Julian, there in durance pining. 

Why thus in durance he, to whom life's spring 

Was promised joj, descended of a King ? 

Upgrew his stately youth ; up with it grew 

His soul enlarged, heroic, gentle, true. 

And won the honour and ^e love of all 

Within his father's Court of Portugal. 

Forth then rejoicing in his early might 

He rode, against the sultry hosts to fight 

Of Fez, led on hy hlack Zemherbo, far 

Flashing abroad his thunder-lights of war. 

O'er desert hills, and many cloudy lands. 

Battling he rode, and o'er a world of sands. 

The bold young Prince ! He galled the Afiic horde ; 

He won the garland for his virgin sword ; 

A world-wide name he '11 win. Ah ! &tal hour ! 

A Captive now he's in Zemberbo's power : 

Sent to the Fezzan Court, with special care 

Zemherbo bade be light his bondage there ; 

His honour pledged that thence he should not flee, 

He in the Palace otherwise was free. 

But Geraldine he saw. To Abusade, 
The King of Feiz;, was bom the beauteous maid ; 
Bom of an Engli^ mother, who had been 
Raised from a slave to be the Fezzan Queen. 
Her, though. a playfrd child,: that mother well 
Trained up like Kngland's women to excel. 
To hold the holy Jesus £ai above 
The Arab Prophet^ and his Cross to love. 
That mother &ed, 'Twas laid on Geraldine 
At once her sportive girlhood to resign 
For a grave weight of cares, to be a mother 
To her young sisters and her infent brother, 
And make them Christians : for the King had vowed 
Unto his dying wife that this should be aSiowed. 
Nor by the Fezzan Court unfelt had been 
The ^Qglish manners of its honoured Queen, 
That je^ous law to soften, which inthralls 
Woman there kept immured within her halls. 
Hence Julian saw young Geraldine ; again 
He wished to see her, nor the wish was vain : 
'Twas thus ftdfilled : — Her brother Ismael ill. 
She craved the Christian Captive's healing skill— 
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Knights were oft trained to this — with thankful joy 
She got his help ; and thus he saved the hoy : 
And thus he saw the Princess, unreproYed, 
Who watched the child ; and seeing, deeply loved ; 
And told his love ; and won her gentle sigh 
In thrall inglorious that his youth should lie. 

But came a sterner thrall. To darkness now, 
And dungeon fetters he is doomed to how. 
So wills Zenone. Fair as Morning's eye, 
Lighting her native clime of Italy, 
Was she, this young hut wild peculiar maid. 
Her princely sore was slain hy Abusade, 
Who vengeful wrapped in i«e devouring roar 
Of fire his palace on the Italian shore. 
Perished all else within ; from out the flame 
Alone, unscathed, the child Zen(me came. 
Saved by the King, he bore her o'er the sea 
To Fez, his own adopted child to be ; 
And chastely reared within his Court was dbe. 
But other passions in her heart she nursed. 
Of hate and vengeance, yet on him to burst. 
Great was her spirit ; tiiough retired she dWelt, 
Wide o'er the Fezzan realm her power was fel^ 
From daring counsels : for it gratified 
Her soul capacious, and her native pride. 
To rule ; but mwe because it gave her power 
Of wider wrath against her vengeful hour. 
Thus walked she queenlike ; for the Monarch still. 
Soothed by her harp, indulged her passionate will. 
And gave her sway, the more because he found 
With large success her counsels had been crowned. 
Wise firom decision, nor for rashness blsuned, 
Though oft to fierce extravagance inflamed : 
For early perils, and revengeful ire, 

Repressed but cherished st^ had touched her brain with fire. 
What wonder now this creature's heart outburst 
In love for Julian, when she saw him first ? 
She saw, she loved him ; chaste, but strangely bold, 
Flushed, though in tears, her love to him she told ; 
DeHverance promised, waived her mighty pride. 
And sought to flee with him, and sought to be his bride. 
How from the Captive's just refusal burned 
The Syren's heart, to equal anger turned ! 
Chains then for him ! And he was chained and thrown 
Down to a dungeon ; nor the thing was known 
Save by the King, who yielded his assent 
To this, Zenone's ready argument : — 
" What though Zemberbo speeds not to retake 
Shore-guarding Ceuta, still have we a stake ; 
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HiB honoured Captive shall in ward remain. 

Menaced with death, till we our town regain : 

His fiEither holds, and back to us will give 

The place, how gladly, that his son may live. 

Meanwhile our Court his durance must not learn, 

So shall we shun to rouse Zemberbo stem." 

To enlarge her vengeance in the Captive's ill. 

Or still the purpose of her love fulfil. 

That he to her, whom he had dared to spurn. 

All humbly yet might be constrained to turn. 

The instructed jailer, with a well assumed 

Beluctance, told him that his bonds were doomed 

By Geraldine, to calm the jealous pride 

Of a young native prince, who sought her for his bride. 

Oh ! is it so ? He fought against his chains, 
Till worn, and sick, and sunk in fiery pains, 
'Twas left him but, with nature's last endeavour. 
To wade and struggle through delirious fever. 
Where strength is worst disease, where manhood high 
Is only fiercer than tiie mummery 
Of palsied age, its laughter and lament. 
Is but a dotage more magnificent 
No hand was there to wipe his forehead damp. 
No care, no love, to trim life's fainting lamp ; 
Yet, helped by nature, firom his bed of woes, 
Subdued and sofl of heart, again he rose — 
Oh ! how subdued to thiidc, to think that she. 
His Qeraldine, had doomed him thus to be ! 
But o*er his bosom came the stem relief 
Of pride indignant, quelling softer grief. 
And stiU his spirit, with alternate change, 
From pride to sorrow was condemned to range 
Revulsively, till worn, and feeling less, 
And brooding more, it sunk to lisdessness. 
Deeming all glory gone, all hope a lie. 
All life itself one dull infirmity : 
And Heaven was dark ; and to his spirit's tone 
Even God seemed weary on his boundless throne. 

II. 

Thus Julian pines in durance. Now has run 

The yearly circuit since he saw the sun ; 

And, from his softening jailer, this is all 

He yet has won to mitigate his thrall. 

That, nightiy passing from-his low mid place. 

One hour his steps i^ould have a freer space 

In a wide room with grated bars, that so 

Heaven's breath on his young head might fireshly blow. 

Twas now his privileged hour ; with weary pain 

He paced the chamber, dragging still his chsun. 
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" Oil ! ne er for me green palm or laurel crown," 

Thus burst his saddened heart, " nor high renown ! 

Like arrow spent in some far wilderness, 

Ne'er to be found, my life has been a miss ! 

Yet this, how little were it, might I know 

'Tis not my Geraldine that wills it so !" 

But hark ! near coming through the stilly night 

A mandolin with touches soft and light ! 

He bent to hear it : well that lay he knew, 

Since oft he breathed it forth, slow sauntering through 

The Palace gardens, in the twilight dim. 

Till Geraldine had learned it thus from him ; 

Since twice, as paused his song, entranced he stood 

To hear it softly back to him renewed 

From her high lattice : well he knew that lay ; 

No time shaJOi blot it j&om his heart away ! 

It ceased ; he started ; in the moonlight dear, 
Outside his window, stands a lady near. 
'Tis Geraldine ! sofdy he named her name, 
And to his words this gentle answer came :—* 
^^ And is it thou ? And is it thou, indeed ? 
For such as thou are dungeons dark decreed. 
Thou good young Prince f In Heayen's pure eye they shame 
The grace of life, the glory of man's name, 
Who keep thee fettered thus. Say, Captive one, 
Can aught to succour thee by me be done T' 

" Why, I might wish these idle days were by ; 
Might wish," he said, ^' again to see the sky 
Wide shining o'er the world ; the ancient Night 
With all her stars and silver moon of light ; 
The lifting-up of Day, when Night has ceased. 
High on Sie golden mountains of the East ; 
And Noon : All these ; the Seasons in their range, 
That come and go with sweet dividual change, — 
Storm-flaws, and Winter's thundenngs when he 
Has made his great winds blow upon the sea. 
And Spring, and Summer s glorious flush, that ripes 
To costly Autumn with his golden pipes, 
Still haunt my heart. Yet life, all hope, all power 
Are undesired ; yea death be mine this hour. 
If thou hast doomed me thus ! They tell me maid. 
By thee, oh ! thee, in fetters here I 'm laid. 
My soul ! can it be so ? Shall man believe 
She comes in mockery thus to see me grieve ? " 

" No : no !" she answered. " But my heart, not clear 
From other blame, deserves thy thought severe. 
For I did wrong thee, deeming, till to-day, 
That thou hadst broke £hy faith, and fled away. 
They told me so, but O ! it ne'er was so ; 
Unstained thy honour, spotless as the snow. 
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And now, young Knight, need I dedare that I 

Ne'er doomed, ne'er wished thee thus abased to lie ? 

O ! no, indeed ! To-day, my feithful slave 

First heard of this : the news to me he gave : 

Thy prison fonnd, 'twas mine that lay to try. 

To probe these depths of dnll captivity ; 

To let thee know thou wert not all foigot, 

Nor all uncared for in thy lonely lot ; 

To make thee hope that friends were planning for thee. 

And yet again to freedom might restore thee." 

*' This, this is to he free ; and I am free !" 
The Captive murmured : *^ ne'^ the hard decree 
That chained me thus, dear viigin, came from thee ! 
Yon Moon in heaven how many hearts have blessed. 
As on she journeys calmly to the west ! 
She lights the white ships o'er untravelled seas, 
She soothes the little birds upon the trees, 
And cheers the creatures of Uie solitudes. 
And leads the lova» through the glimmering woods. 
And gives to weary hearts unwcNrldly calm. 
When slumber comes not with its priceless balm : 
But not yon Moon in heaven, without a stain. 
To watchful sailors o'er the trackless main. 
To little birds, to desert beasts of night, 
To lovers hasting by her glimpsing light, 
To hearts oppre^ed, is, as thou art to me, 
Yiigin, so passiog dear, whose radiant brow I see ! 
Ave Maria ! bless this good young one. 
Mother of Heaven ! atid Thou, her gracious Son !" 

" Farewell, young Sir ! From out this living grave," 
The Princess whispered, " thee I 'U try to save. 
Farewell, and fear not T Geraldine is gone ; 
Slowly the Captive turns, and feels he is alone. 

III. 

Up Julian starts from slumber s broken spell, 

At midnight — there *s a vision in his cell I 

Up from his pallet starts he : Who is she 

Before him standing, beautiful to see ? 

Who but Zenone, in her silken dress 

Of viigin white, and in her loveliness 

Rarest of all those young enchantresses, 

Witches of beauty, wild, magnificent, 

Whose glory for a plague midst men is sent. 

Cups of delicious Hell that princes drain. 

Fountains of bloody wars, and kingdoms' beauteous bane ! 

Behold her there ! Dark are her locks as Death, 

Fair as the Moon of heaven her brow beneath ! 

How soft her eye with fires of dewy sheen ! 

Glassed in her cheek, life's youngest hues are seen ! 
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Though subtle pangs, electric passions, oft 
Throughout her fr^ne, so delicately soft, 
Have wildly streamed, their beauty-wasting curse 
Has furrowed not, has only seemed to nurse 
With dew her aspect : of life's finest day, 
She seems immortal, and above decay ! 

" Captive," in haste she said, " one word shall tell 
Why thus I seek thee in thy dungeon cell :— 
I come to lift thee to the light of day, 
So thou wilt take me from this realm away. 
To Portugal, or Italy, or where 
Thy heart inclines ; so I be mth thee there. 
Be it some wild jGree land ! A bark for thee. 
With white sails set upon the curly sea ! 
Heaven's winds, her snowy pinions how they strain ! 
And who but I to lead thee o'er the main ; 
My spirit bent to have some palmy isle 
Where thou shalt reign, and I thy Queen the while ? 
There shall my knowledge rare thy valoiu: aid. 
And double homage shall to thee be paid. 
O'er the blue waves each mom canoes shall bring. 
From isles around, rich presents for their King : 
Peacocks, bright shells, and sweet bread from the tree, 
From painted tribes thy morning gifts shall be. 
Consent to this ! If not, here must thou lie 
Long years ; if doomed not instantly to die." 

" Lady," the Captive said, " thy hope is vain ; 
My love 's another's, and must aye remain." 

At this, with cold and dear composure said. 
How flashed the startled beauty of the maid ! 
From their blue wrathftd zones outbursting fly 
Keen shot, the showery lightnings of her eye ; 
Flamed brow, cheek, neck, with crimson life ; and fast 
Electric shivers through her body passed. 
Still to the impulse gleamed^ a lovely storm, 
Throughout the lighted: cell her hurrying form ; 
Till, checked at once, she stood conc«ntrated. 
And majesty uphdd the creature's head :— r 
" Then, not for worlds of price I 'd have thea live. 
To her — I name her not-*to her thy heart to give. 
Mine shalt thou be, or nothing. From this hour 
I deal with thee, for thou art in my power." 

She said, and showered away from out his sight. 
Her garments gleaming with an angry light ; 
Like thin pale blasts l£at o'^ the mountains run. 
And stream with stormy splendour to the sun. 
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CANTO 11. 

THE PROVOKED REBEL. 

What thougli the failing arm of Ahusade 

Has laid aside his battle-leading blade ; 

Yet still he glories in his wars, that still 

To flashing yictorj turn his kingly will. 

On Afric's north sea-border, and the coast 

Of fronting Europe, gleams his dusky host, 

Led by Zemberbo who still quells the bands 

Of Portugal, and menaces her lands. 

Thus in his palace of illumined halls 

The Monarch sits, and for Zenone calls, 

To see her flush beside her haip, and hear 

Her intermingled song so soft and clear, 

To win his soul throughout the pleasing coil 

Of raried thought without the mental toil ; 

For this the double joy that music gives, 

To soothe the soul wlulst it intensely lives. 

She comes, but sits remote : See the young witch 

Lean to her harp ! ! creature rare and rich ! 

Dark as the Night, but beautiful as Day, 

Beautiful, lustrous dark ! Fantasias gay. 

And arias frisk in her prelusive play ; 

Till bursting — ^beauteous storm ! — ^upon the fence 

Of golden wires, her hurrying fingers glance ! 

Her white robes fluttering live ! With earnest breast 

Couched to her harp, her labouring harp she pressed. 

Labouring, thick choked with some disastrous theme : 

Started the Monarch from his pleasing dream : 

Instinct with daggers seem, with quick deep blows, 

The chords oppressed ; the stabbing tempest grows. 

The King looked up ; iar in the long bright room 

He saw her forehead shadowed with a gloom ; 

And still, as shone her look concentrated. 

Seemed coming near the creature's angry head. 

Surprised he rose. But from Zemberbo came 

A dave, prompt audience for that chief to claim. 

Zenone heard, and from fhe chamber went ; 
For well she guessed Zemberbo's discontent, 
And would not bar it in its wrathfril vent. 
'Twas she that brought him thus. For when she knew 
That Geraldine was striving to undo 
Her Captive's fetters, and to this had pressed 
The Monarch not unmoved by the request, 
Alarmed she started : what must she do now ? 
The King may Julian's freedom thus allow ; 
May still within his palace let him live ; 
Nay, Geraldine to be his wife may give, 
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Prom Portugal by friendship to regain 

What arms and threats of death have sought in vain : 

For still the King, so well Zenone still 

The matter managed with deceptive skill, 

Thought Jiilian's sire was tried, but would not yield 

Shore -ruling Ceuta up, his son from death to shield : 

And thus Zenone by her arts had gained. 

That still the Captive in her power remained. 

But what must die do now ? In secret sent, 

Her hasty message to Zemberbo went 

Of Julian's thrall : and much the King it blamed, 

That doubly daring he Zemberbo shamed ; 

First, that from dungeon chains he did not spare 

That Captive, heedless of Zemberbo's prayer 

To treat him kindly ; next that private terms 

He tried for Ceuta, and Zemberbo's arms 

Doubting insulted thus. Zenone well 

Knew the fierce heart on which her message fell : 

He'll come, he'll brave his Bang, away he'll go 

At once a rebel, and at once a foe ; 

The Captive with him. Geraldine shall ne'er, 

Where she has failed, the wedding garment wear ; 

No more shall see her Knight. Zenone's hoiu: 

Of vengeance comes, as comes Zemberbo's power. 

Rebellious, fierce, triumphant. Well shall she 

Second his arms : Eased shall her bosom be. 

Eased of that King; and all his house shell whelm. 

And all his black and unbaptized realm. 

n. 

Entered Zemberbo, as the Monarch lent. 
From hid reluctance, or from free consent. 
Permission ; wrath was on his forehead high. 
Glancing like copper ; from his kindled eye 
Came out fierce question like a bickering sword ; 
And thus he stayed not for his Sovereign's word :— 
" Ne'er has this sword hung idle by my side : 
Enough of this. Be now my justice tried. 
Prince Julian lies immured — ^diey tell me so. 
I did not send him to endure this wo ; 
Sire, I did send him, in my battles ta'en, 
In Fez an honoured Captive to remain. 
Declared my kinsman, bone and blood of mine, 
And far-descended of the Prophet's line. 
Yet now forgetting lineage, kmdred, all. 
This hand of mine shall faster knit his thrall ; 
So thou, high Eang of Fez, wilt deign to shew 
My wish not scorned, but him a traitor-foe. 
Cast forth the dog ! no measured pains for him ! 
Let dropping dungeons rot his youthful limb ! 
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So by his punishment his crime 's inferred ; 

Yet here my Sovereign shaU, nay, must be heard." 

Started the Monarch, nor his wrath concealed. 
As rose Zemberbo's challenge more revealed ; 
In twists dividing, curled h^ beard with ire • 
Instinct ; his fierce eye trimmed its lurid fire ; 
He rose, he shook his sword, he paced the room. 
He sate again with mute considerate gloom ; 
like seasoned timber of the black-grained oak 
His settled face was grim, as thus he slowly spoke :— 
" Good now ! Sir Chieftain, pr ythee deign to bow 
The dark defiance of that servant brow ! 
Then haply we 11 remind thee of thy boast 
To win that town which rules our northern coast. 
Held by the foe. Beyond thy promised date. 
That Captive Prince was kept in princely state. 
Thy boast was vain ; it pleased us then to try 
If Ceuta him from chains and death might buy : 
And by our life, and by our royal state. 
If thus redeemed not, death shall be his £ite. 
Nay, it were well he died this very hour, 
Just to remind thee of our sovereign power." 

He said, and clapped his hands ; a giant band 
Of negroes come, and round Zemberbo stand. 
Yet dauntless stood the Chief, and eyed his King, 
Then proudly turned and scanned the sable ring : 
Towering he rose as o'er the warlike brunt ; 
And darker grew his high embattled front ; 
And flashed his eye, as brings the steely dkit 
Bed seeds of fire firom the deforced flint 
** Me menace not," hoarse whispered he, " proud King ; 
A thousand hearts are ready forth to spring. 
To turn my death to vengeance : ere I came 
From out my camp that Captive boy to claim, 
(For in the distant battle I had heard 
Myself despised in him thus doomed to ward) 
In my great Captains' hearts I breathed my fear. 
And won their oaths to avenge me injured here. 
To avenge that Captive too. But, Sire, no more 
Of this ; stiU let me battle on the shore ; 
With fiercest wars I Ve warred to take that town, 
And, trust me, I shall yet restore it to thy Crown. 
Around it, flashing down the coast, of all 
Bravest, careers the King of Portugal, 
With vigour like the eagle's youth renewed, 
Has bafiled me a while, yet shall he be subdued. 
Deign, Sire, still send me to the embattled line ; 
Thine be the conquests, but that Captive mine." 
Zemberbo thus. Pausing the monarch sate : 
He longed to close with scorn the bold debate, 
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But prudence bade him scorn dnd ire forego, 
For, than Zemberho, as a friend or foe, 
No mightier spirit could ten kingdoms shew ; 
So, feigning frankness in his voice and eye, 
Thus to his rankling heart he gave the lie : — 
^' Why, what a jest is here ! our Man of might 
Deigning to pray us for one Captive Knight, 
The Man of our right hand, the Man whose name 
To Fez is safety, and to Fez is fame 1 
Go to thy palace, Chief; the Captive there 
Shall come to thee, released : those chains had ne'er 
Been put on him, had we supposed that he 
Was honoured ^ther in thy dioughts to be. 
Rest thee the night, but come to us at mom, 
One day thy presence must our Court adorn ; 
Then haste to war, and take the wished-fbr town ; 
And ba thou still the glory of our Crown." 

ui. 

Soft slumbers now, delivered from his thrall. 
The Captive Julian in Zemberbo's haU. 
O'er sea and land far roams he in his dreams, 
By the blue rushing of his native streams ; 
Hears the glad din of boys at early play 
On Lisbon's streets, and evening roundelay, 
To whose blithe spiriting the olive maids 
Of Tagus dance beneath the chestnut shades. 

Slowly Zemberho entered ; drawing near 
The sleeping youth, he touched him with his spear. 
Upstarted Julian ; then with loud command 
Zemberho called, and brought a sable band. 
" Guards," smd the Chieftain, " bind this youth— But hold ! 
What mean these cries without ? By Allah ! they are bold. 
Again ? What ho ! my arms ! Each man his Uade ! 
Bela, look forth and say what means the mad parade." 

IV. 

Thus they within. Meanwhile a mob without 
Around Zemberbo's palace fiercely shout. 
Roused by Zenone's arts : she caused the thing 
Be done, as ifxommissioned by the King, 
Who feared the Chief, a traitor : and she made 
The rabble roar, as if they lent their aid 
Unto their King. All this was done that so 
Zemberbo's heart might to rebellion grow. 
Thus rage the populace : o'er the swarthy host. 
Swayed to and fro, the fiery brands are tossed. 
^^ AUah be praised ! the traitor-den 's aloof 
From other homes ; up with them to the roof. 
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Up with your torclies ! So ! The King has doomed 
The rebel thus to be with fire consumed." 
Such was the cry : And many a brand was flung, 
And seized the palace with its flaming tongue. 
" Down with the traitor ! " yell they, as they spy 
Zemberbo glaring from his lattice high : 
Terrible glaring out, from side to side 
Far stretching ne looked out " Down with him ! " cried 
A thousand yoices* Back the Chieftain sprung. 
Below, his doors were widely open flung. 
Borne through the entrance crowding numbers press ; 
But turned ue foremost from a stem redress. 
Back screaming turned, rolled back the fickle wave, 
And to the light their hideous quittance gaye : 
Eyes gashed across, bones of the brow laid bare, 
Noseless and earless heads the work declare 
2.. Of swords within : Fast fled the suffering brood 

Howling, and as they howled their mouths were filled with 

blood. 
Scarce conscious, sympathetic, back dismayed 
That sea of umbered visages was swayed. 
Sare ! save ! for lo ! forth flashing, coming on, 
like Eblis darkly from his blazing throne. 
Strides stem Zemberbo, drives the himian rack. 
His sable globe of warriors at his back 
Boimd JuHan, onward to the central square 
Of Fez : their haughty station shall be there. 
And round the Captive firmly, mutely stood 
The warrior troop, and fiiced ihe multitude : 
For rallying, circlhig, wavering, serrated 
With hollowed fiur-retiring flaws of dread 
And bold abutments of vindictive rage. 
Anew the mob their warfare 'gan to wage. 
In dark concentric orbit round his band 
Slow stalked Zemberbo, scymitar in hand ; 
Slow, sternly silent : with his front of war 
He faced his foes, and kept them faint and far. 

Thus passed the hours till, bravely kept at bay. 
The angry rout began to melt away. 
Raising his sword, the Chieftaia waved it round, 
Then stooped, and with it wrote upon the ground 
(His aspect lightening with a savage glee. 
Like gleams of sunshine on the darkened sea) 
Short notes of desolation — ^war, blood, fire. 
Captivity to child, and wife, and sire. 
^^ So be ye read at mom, and on to noon," 
He said, " my lessons, to be bettered soon ! 
We ihank thee, Abusade, for hearts resolved. 
And work, half dreamt of, on our swords devolved ! 
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Guards do our wish : be prompt : the dawning hour 
Must see us far beyond the tyrant's power." 

Ere ceased the Chief, his sable guards had bound 
The Captive's eyes, and raised him from the ground. 
Onward they bore him fast, nor stayed before 
Their steps were echoed from some marble floor. 

CANTO III. 

MOTHER AND BON. 

The CaptiYe's eyes were freed. A corridor 

Had brought the party to a guarded door, 

Guarded by four tall slaves, fiut hark ! within 

A lady singing to her mandolin : 

Swell the soul's bursts, the sweet relapses die, 

Like heart consenting to life's latest sigh. 

Can he be moved ? Throughout Zemberbo's frame. 

Though stem of mould, a softened trembling came. 

His nod gained prompt admittance ; by the hand 

He took the Captive from his pausing band, 

Who entered not, and slowly led him on 

Into a haU of marble's blackest stone. 

There by the sweet dim hght a lady sate ; 

Fair was her form and soMy dehcate. 

So soft, she seemed, far sitting in the hall, 

A pencilled cloud upon the sable walL 

Raised was her vail, and through its haze of green 

like starry night her jewelled locks were seen ; 

Downcast her eyes ; her hand far drooping leant 

Upon her mandolin whose song was spent. 

" Zara !" the Chieftain said, " dear sister-twin ! 
Heed'st thou not me ? Must I no welcome win ?" 

How started she ! how to her brother sprung she. 
Naming his name ! how to his bosom clung she ! 
He kissed her brow that bore the trace of years, 
He kissed her eyes that swam in glazing tears ; - 
Then to her couch he led her by the hand. 
There made her sit, and there her face he fondly scanned 
" Ay, look at me," she said ; " long years have done their part. 
And the deep shares of grief have ploughed this brow and 

heart. 
But grief nor years have hurt my love for thee. 
Nor thou severe — Oh ! how severe to me ! 
No, no, indeed ! I '11 call thee not severe ! 
Come to this heart, my brother ever dear ! 
O ! thou twin-being of my life ! can I 
Forget thy love for me so pure and high. 
In our young years ? Our kindred early lost, 
Mine all thou wert, and in thyself a host ! 
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Can I foiget how, in our native dime, 
With you I passed my days of early prime ? 
How glad at mom, how happy I with you 
Bode on young camels through the Mling dew ? 
Ay, scan the forehead of thy sister-twin ; 
Is Uiere not sorrow here beyond her sin ? 
Because my light to darkness has been changed, 
Because from me thy heart has been estranged ! 
Twin of my life ! Oh ! why should it be so ? 
Save me, my brother, save me from this wo ! 
Yet, yet again, all blame I will unsay. 
For now thou'rt come to live with me for aye. 
To more than pay the sufferings of the past ; 
And, ills forgot, I '11 love thee to the last" 

" No, " said the Chieftain, " sister of my life ; 
For thee, for thee, must still be warlike stnfe ! 
Think not for Abusade of Fez alone 
Have been my battles, to maintain his throne. 
No : storms ; red fields ; long-harassed, childless years ; 
Not for myself, but thee, a thousand fears,-— 
By Allah ! and these tokens, thee I love 
Aiid hold thy glory far my life above : 
For thee those wars ; for thee still mine to fight. 
To win a dawn o'er thy dishonoured night 
Weak, silly one ! be thou at peace the while ; 
Hast iiiou not maids thy bondage to beguile ? 
Italian singing girls, light hearts of France, 
And maids of Spain that to the timbrel dance ? 
Or would'st thou more ? Fond Arab ! be at peace. 
The hour shall come to bid thy sorrows cease. 
If with affection simple it were mine 
To love thee, ne'er this durance should be thine ; 
But I must bear me to a lofty plan. 
Austerely proud, beyond thy power to scan." 

" 'Twere kinder far," the Lady sighed, " if thou 
One little message fix>m me would'st allow : 
Tell but my son his mother pines in thrall. 
And win his visit to this lonely hall." 

The Chief repHed : — " A mother's hopes would be. 
From such a visit, ne'er ftilfilled to thee. 
That son would spurn thee and thy yearning heart, 
Which strove the Prophet's wisdom to impart; 
Yea, were he love and thou all eloquent. 
Here would he scorn thy pleadings idly spent. 
Again would part from thee, again would go, 
Alike his love or carelessness lliy foe." 

" Never !" said lilla Zara. " He, my son. 
Would dwell with me until my days were done ; 
And not by me, but Allah's power, made wise. 
Would join me in the Prophet's Paradise. 
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*^ But let me not be selfish : stands not there 
A wounded captive, by thy special care 
Brought me to heal ? Come near, nor vainly sue" 
To Julian turned she said, ^' if I can succour you. 
Thou weep'st : perchance thy mother dwells afar, 
And little sisters ask thee back from war ; 
Gay vests they sew for thee, much-loved ; and stiU 
To look for thee they climb the green deft hill. 
From mom to noon they look, l£ey watch for thee 
Till gleams the sweet moon through the chestnut-tree. 
But weep not : for that worn attire of thine, 
This hand shall sew a garment soft and fine ; 
Mild balms shall heal diy wounds ; and, free firom pain, 
"We 11 send thee to thy mother's home again." 

Why wept young Julian ? He could only tell 
Not for himself his tears, but for that Lady, fell ; 
Since first her look, her voice, had made lum start. 
And waked a thousand memories in his heart. 

^^ His mother s home is here ; for he 's the same, 
And none but he, that firom thy body came : 
Look to him, Zara ; know'st thou not thy son ? 
But to our Prophet's faith he must be won." 
Zemberbo thus. But ^^ Oh ! my poor dull heart i" 
Exclaimed that mother, rising vdth a start 
Trembling she turned like one that looked for aid ; 
Blindly she called upon her favourite maid. 
She knew not wherefore. From her reeling dream 
Of wildered joy forth springing with a scream, 
She bared the shoulder of &e youth to find 
Some mark, remembered in a mother's mind. 
And fast she claimed him by the token there ; 
And many a time she kissed his shoulder bare. 
And kissed his forehead ; then, with gentle hand 
Laid on his shoulder, long his face dbe scanned. 
Faint in her joy she murmured : — " O ! my son ! 
My long-lost child, but now my dear found one ! 
Thou'rt come at last to bid my griefs be o'er. 
And live with me, and never leave me more ? 
But oh ! these rags, what mean they ? must I, too, 
Of sorrows ask, and sufferings borne by you ? 
But they are past. What ho ! ye maids of mine, 
Come sew him vests of Roma's linen fine ! 
My precious beggar-boy, sit here and see 
The better fortune I had shaped for thee !" 

She said, and, having led him to a seat. 
Unrolled a silken web before his feet. 
Wrought with fine needle-work, and shewed thereon 
—-Her smile the while appealing to her son«— 
A gallant warrior in a princely garb. 
Before ten thousand bounding on his barb. 
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Hi^ looked his eye and £u-, as looks a kill's. 

Who proudl J home his oonqaering annj hrings. 

He in the Tan : behind, his thousands came ; 

Instinct each soldier with his leader's hme, 

Bejond his own, with doable ardonr trode ; 

Wide flung the uplifted speazs their tsheen. abroad ; 

fiSione baimers terrible ; and trumpets high 

The whole attempered with dread harmony. 

One spirit ruled the whole : So prompt to dare, 

The winged triumph seemed to rise in air. 

But blind to all beside, to him alone 

That mother pointed in the Tan who shone. 

And lo ! the wonders of a mother s heart, 

Which to her hand could thus her loTe impart — 

So hoarded well — so lost not through the tide 

Of long, long jeais — so to her work supplied : 

True to the dear and unfoigotten face, 

Her long-lost boy s, her so^ had known to trace 

The beauteous copy from his childhood £aai ; 

And Julian smiled to see his features there. 

Nor less she smiled through tears of conscious joy. 

And scanned his fece : — ^'^ Twere true, my princely boy. 

But for Tile cares which mar thee, and which we 

Ne'er thought entitled in our work to be ; 

From which alone we feOed thy face to Imow, 

And, if not told, unclaimed had let thee go. 

Well hast thou done, my heart, well hast thou done ! 

Say this for me, my unfoigotten son ! 

Declare for me ! and in this thing behold 

A mother^s We to work a dream of old !" 

Why bursts not forth the CaptiTc's heart to bless 
Such lore entire ? New fears his heart repress. 
There on the precious web he saw inwrought 
With lore's device for him a perilous thought ; 
His imaged form in Moslem robes was dressed, 
A' caftan blue flowed o'er his linen rest, 
And round Tiis brow the turban's deep green fold 
The princely lineage of the Prophet told : 
So by this sign he feared his mother now 
Would fondly have him to the Prophet bow. 
Nor from that mother could his gloom be hid, 
And thus his fears unguessed she fondly chid : — 
" No more of this ! Are not those dark days gone ? 
And all thy sorrows vanished with my own ? 
And now this hand, which wrought that cloth, must still 
A garment make thee, fashioned to my will. 
And, O ! my Julian, let me wreathe thee now 
A bright green turban for thy lustrous brow : 
To thee, to me, one faith, one hope be given ; 
And I '11 not miss thee in the Prophet's Heaven ! " 
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Dark waxed the CaptiYe's ^^ce^ as fixedly there 
&e stood, nor answered to his mother's prayer ; 
Far turned his eye, as if he conld not hrook 
The silent pleadmg of a mother s look. 
Her, sudden trembling seized : Around she glanced, 
As if to see some danger new adyanced ; 
Zemberbo s frowning brows her bosom fill 
With dread, and thus she wails the anticipated ill :— < 
" So then, my son must go, and I be left 
A desolate thing, how utterly bereft ! " 

" True mother of my heart ! so lately found," 
Exclaimed that son ; '^ yet to this bosom bound 
By the true cords ! my mother ! look to me ! 
How gladly, gladly would I lire with thee ! 
What shall I say ? what do ? For thy dear sake, 
All bonds, saye of dishonour, would I take ! 
For in my heart and soul I hold thee one 
To daim the noblest service of a son ! " 

" Go on. Sir Youth ! " exclaimed Zemberbo, " Swear 
By Allah she is worthy of all care. 
Were she the pure as once I knew her pure,. 
High should she sit, nor darksome days endure ; 
Above ten crowns, a boast, a joy to me. 
Above all price my bosom's twin should be ! 
For she was pure as Zemzem's holy spring ! 
For she was beauteous as an angel's wing ! 
How beautiM ! yet still more pure and good ! 
My spirit's twin ! the sister of my blood ! 
But for that she was pure, and is not now, 
The Prophet holds my high recorded vow. 
To do my vengeance on tiby father-king 
Who dared to shame iny Lilla Zara bring. 
Captived and wounded when a Prince he lay 
In Zemra's Palace : there his life away 
Was ebbing fest ; but there my sister dwelt 
The while, and pity for his youth she felt. 
Each precious bleeding rind, she knew its power, 
And every virtual plant, and every sovereign flower 
Beneath the moon ; and how to win them knew, 
On Atlas gathered in their nightly dew. 
And to their powers' she joined a spell of might 
(The moon consenting, and the stars of night) ; 
And Allah blessed her work of sweet young ruth^ 
And up from death she raised thy fathei^s youth. 
Now what for Lilla Zara shall be done ? 
How shall he gratefril be to his redeeming one ? 
He tempted her ; she fled with him by night, 
And ill his kingdom shewed her tarnished light. 
Well, style it love (omnipotent, they say) : 
What then ? You deem not his could pass away ? 
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His &ther dead, 'twas his to mount the throne ; 

Now then we '11 see him glad his i^thful one to own ! 

Dog in his heart, he sate thereon ; hut seemed 

A worthless thing who him from death redeemed ! 

Forsooth ! no douht ! her glory he desired, 

But other queen his kingdom's wants required ; 

And thus, although my sister was his spouse; 

His priests of Rome dussolyed his marriage vows, 

Diyorcing them ; and thus it was decreed 

By policy that ^e must he a weed. 

Cast out and trampled down ! From Portugal 

I swept her hither to this sunless thrall, 

But missed her only hoy : From hlushing day 

Here have I kept her hid, here shall she stay 

Till with thy father's hlood I wash her shame away. 

For Fez I fought, hut for my sister more. 

To slay thy sire, or take him : for I swore. 

Could I so take him living, to complete 

My vengeance, with his hlood I 'd wash her feet. 

Even should she die, emhalmed unburied, she 

Shall wait the chance, washed with his hlood to be. 

But now, for thee, Sir Captive : — Hither sent 

I meant to follow thee, my spirit bent 

To change thy faith, to keep thee dwelling here. 

Thy moSier Zara in her bonds to cheer. 

Till I should do my vengeance ; in my mind 

Respect for thee and power were then designed, 

Thy mother lifted wiA thee. But the King 

Thus far has turned my purpose on the wing, 

That I will smite him too who spumed my will. 

In thee thus fettered, and insults me still. 

And hunts my life : For this, from off his throne 

Down will I hurl him, and I '11 sit thereon. 

Then, when my vengeance is frdfilled, with me 

High shall thy mother sit, and happy shall she be ; 

Thou, for her sake, the man of my right hand. 

Honour shalt have, and place, and wide command. 

But mark, Sir Captive, l5iis : — ^The Prophet's frdth 

Here must thou take, or thou must die the death. 

Thy &ther's blood that's in thee must be spilt, 

Unless our Islam change its native guilt 

Thy mother's blood that's in thee must not live. 

The lie degenerate to its font to give : 

What ! smJl the blood that's of the Prophet's seed. 

Maintain a traitor to the Prophet's creed ? 

So for your fether's, for your mother's sake. 

Perish you must, unless our faith you take. 

To business now. Sir Youth ; preamble long 

Has kept us here attendant on the tongue : 
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Brief now : behold your mother : liye or die : 
You know the terms : we wait for your reply." 

" Now, now, dear mother, deem me not unkind," 
The Capdye said ; ^^ but bear it in thy mind. 
That I have loved thee with a soul which scorned 
The fears of death, not pelding to be turned 
To bribed apostacy — O ! tempting sin, 
The bribe thy presence, and my joy therein ! 
Nor wilt thou change thy faith. But yet one Lord, 
Though differently by us on earth adored. 
May mildly judge us, to one Heaven may save 
Our souls, when we shall rise from out the grave. 
So hope, so bear thou up. Give her relief. 
Sweet Christ ; I cannot live and look upon her grief 1" 

For see, for see the heart-convulsing strife 
Which threats to rend that mother's frame of life ! 
But quelled to trembling calnmess was her tone. 
As thus she told her hopes for ever gone :— 
" My son shall stay with me the waning night, 
And rest in slumber till the dawning light. 
One little hour : Ye dare not say me, No : 
And in the morning he will rise and go, 
And leave his mother s bosom, that woidd fain 
Keep him, how ill at rest to see him ne'er again !" 

^^ Ho, guards !" Zemberbo cried ; and straight appeared 
His sable men, their faces chaired and seared. 
They seized the youth, so bade the Chief, and bound 
His eyes anew, and bore him from the ground. 
Then, oh ! he felt, as he was borne away, 
His mother's clinging kiss, which drew his heart to stay. 
Tom from her grasp, he heard her struggling plaint. 
As sore bereaved she fought against restraint ; 
How wished by him unheard ! " Off ! let me free ! 
Save me, my boy ! Come back ! O ! come and be 
A young believer for thy mother's sake ! 
Stay, stay, and teach me then thy ^th to take, 
That I may come unto thy Paradise ; 
My heart so longs to have thee in the skies !" 

n. 

Forth borne, and onward through the breathing night. 
Freedom was given to Julia's limbs and sight. 
Within the city walls the party stood, 
A stream in front, behind a scattered wood. 
The skirring moon flew on her shining track. 
And from her horn-tips tossed the wispy rack. 
Boring the west ; o'er snowy Atlas high, 
Rang^ through the clearness of the southern sky, 
With lengthened beams the stars told mom was nigh. 
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" Disperse, disguise ye, shun that yengeftil King,** 
BespcMce the Chief his guards ; '^ jou know the spring 
Beyond the northern wall ? I '11 wait you there : 
St^ through the various gates : Once more, Beware ! 
Away ! away ! this boy shall be my care." 

They went. Then turning to the Captive, scdd 
The Afeic Chief, " I now must be obeyed. 
But mark me first — and hold thyself prepared — 
Still, for thy mother's sake thy life is spared : 
We give thee time to train thy wiser thought 
Her creed to take, and win her happier lot, 
Against what time ye two again may meet, 
And thou must kneel a convert at her feet : 
O'er Fez we '11 ride ; in that victorious hour, 
At least we '11 tempt thee with a larger power. 
So, come with me ; beyond the tyrant's thrall 
This stream shall sweep us, diving 'neath yon wall. 
But ha ! what's this ?" For glimpsing points of mail, 
. Seen through the trees, his st^ed eyes assail. 
Armed guards came on : — " Yield to thy King ; prepare, 
Sir Chief, thy bloody outrage to declare !" 
They cried. Forth flashed Zemberbo's scymitar, 
And on the foremost fell its edge of war 
With sharing gash ; and through a second fast. 
And through a third, the shearing vengeance passed ; 
Still met the hemming foe with savage haste. 
And shed defiance far and killing waste. 
Like fircHScrolled parchments, shrunk his shag lips round. 
Baring his ivory teeth that fiercely ground ; 
Heaved his wide nostril with disdainful ire ; 
Shook his black locks ; gleamed his red eye of fire ; 
Swept his unba£B[ed arm : with many a stride 
Far-shifiing, sped his work from side to side. 
Till, pressed by numbers, in the stream he dashed, 
A moment sunk, then rose, and fiercely flashed 
Above the breasted billows, highly waved 
His dripping sword, and thus the danger braved : — 
" Caitiflfe, we yet shall meet ! yea, tell your King, 
Of bloody sabres shall we presents bring. 
High on his turrets watching, let him see 
Our coming-on, that glorioi^y shall be 
By lights of burning towns — wild measuring line. 
O'er hill and valley shall it stretch and shine ! 
Now for the lantern of yon imaged moon. 
To guide us forth : our vengeance shall be soon 1" 
He said, and down into the waters went, 
Which gurgled round, nor shewed his re-ascent. 
As watched his foes. But hark ! that mighty ahoai 
Proclaims him safe their guarded town without : 
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The stream has borne him out beneath the walL 
Wo be to them that in his way shall fall ! 

III. 

And to his shout, thiice with his scymitar 

Zemberbo smote the wall, the earnest of his war. 

Yet not his soul indignant was content 

Till, fear-defying, to the gates he went, 

And smote liiem too. Then northwards, swift of foot, 

He ran, lest mounted foes were in pursuit ; 

Rough hills in view, there he can hide a space 

From foes pursuing, and defy their chase. 

But lo ! comes on a stranger on his barb. 

Through the dim dawn, of Moorish front and garb. 

Stood in his path Zemberbo, questioned high 

Of name and place, and claimed a prompt reply. 

" A friend to Fez ; and tidings for the King," 

The horseman said, ^' but death for thee we bring. 

If thus you dare our onward way to bar : 

Give place, and shim our weightier scymitar." 

" Friend to the tyrant ? perish for that word !" 

Zemberbo cried, struck down the stranger s sword. 

Disarmed him, smote again, and hewed away 

His turbaned head, far rolling in the clay. 

Plunged the chafed charger ; from the quivering trunk 

Forth spun the purple life-strings, ere it sunk ; 

Nor sunk it yet, but sate a hideous sight. 

And still it held the reins with hands convulsed and white, 

Till, tumbled by the victor from its place, 

He sate instead, and urged his vehement pace. 

And on, fast, far he flew ; nor scorned to bless 

The gallant steed, whose speed was only less 

Than his winged heart in£gnant : He caressed 

The tossing mane that swept his urging breast, 

And toyed with it in the fierce dallying play 

Of spirit burning for a boimdless sway. 

But turning ofr, the Fezzan towers he cursed. 

Up the steep ways he strained, down on the vales he burst. 

Devoured the plain, and swam the rapid stream. 

And shook its coldness from him like a dream. 

Uprose the sun ; straight through a dowar's ground 

The Chieftain rode, disdaining to go round ; 

Brushed down the crashing tents, nor staid to hear 

The awakened sleepers wiSi their yells of fear. 

Noon passed : eve came : he saw the rushing sea, 

In great accordance with his energy. 

Then by the tawny sands Zemberbo went. 

And reached his camp, and rested in his tent. 
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CANTO IV. 

THE BATTLE. 

Who sent those armed men to seize or slaughter 

Zemberbo, scarce escaping by the water ? 

The Monarch sent them. Reached by those alarms 

Of midnight outrage and Zemberbo's arms, 

Startled he stood. Zenone came and threw 

Over the whole her own convenient hue : 

Zemberbo (thus deceptive she explained), 

His heart still gloomy for his kinsman chained. 

With many a direat of his vindictive ire 

Had roused the loyal city ; they with fire 

Had striven to bum him, that he ne'er might go 

To do his vengeance as a traitor foe ; 

But they had failed. It gave the Monarch cheer 

Thus of his city's loyalty to hear ; 

But still he feared iSie baited Chief; and still 

His rising wish was him at once to kill. 

Could it be done : The Monarch long revolved 

The growing purpose, and at length resolved :— - 

" His death's our only safety ; die this hour 

Zemberbo must, while yet he 's in our power." 

Zenone wished not this ; not hers to slay 

The instrument of her avenging day. 

Coming apace : She pled, but pled in vain 

To spare the Chief — ^the King will have him slain. 

At every gate and outlet of the town 

Prompt guards were placed to cut the rebel down, 

Nor let him pass. Found by that armed band, 

Zemberbo smote them till his weary hand 

Could smite no more ; unequal to them all. 

He plunged into the stream, and 'scaped beneath the wall. 

II. 

Unfettered, scathless from that midnight fray. 
Young Julian to the Palace made his way ; 
Zemberbo's plans rebellious he declared. 
And bade the Monarch be for war prepared. 
The war came on : So great Zemberbo's sway. 
He from their fealty drew his camp away. 
Yet well to be opposed ; so many kings 
To his defence the Fezzan Monarch brings. 
So many chiefs, so many princes : They 
Zemberbo's power, and traitorous array, 
A bad example, fearing, deem it now 
The time to check him, nor his growth allow. 
And Julian joins them : For his mother s sake. 
That her from darkness he to light may take, 
O ! how he longs Zemberbo's power to break ! 



THE CAPTIVE OP FEZ. 191 

And for his father s, that the Chieftain s wrath 

No more may plague him and contriye his death ! 

And for his Geraldine's not less, that she 

With ruined Fez may not a victim be ! 

He sent his sire a message, stating all 

That had be£^en him in his Captive thrall ; 

And praying him to watch the coming fight, 

And send a squadron of reserved might, 

To turn the battle and Zemberbo smite ; 

But not himself to lead it on, that so 

Safe he might keep from his inveterate foe. 

Should they Zemberbo quell, to Portugal 

Her old demands shall be conceded all — 

So sware the Fezzan Ejiig ; and Geraldine, 

Pledge of the friendly peace, O ! Julian, shall be thine. 

in. 

"And fear not, weep not. Love !" thus fondly said 

The Captive's Jewell to his Moorish maid, 

As in the sweetness of the twilight hour 

They sate together in a garden bower : 

Twas ere he went to battle. " Down ammn 

If we Zemberbo smite, to thee again 

1 11 come ; and I will take thee from this shore, 

Light of my life ! the dark-blue waters o'er. 

To banks of beauty, where the Tagus roves 

Through the long summer of his orange groves. 

There let me lead thee by thy soft young hand, 

And shew the glories of my Other's land— 

Thine own ! The breeze that smooths the forest tops ; 

The dewy sun that sleeks the fer green slopes ; 

Bright wings of birds all beautiful and free. 

In living rainbows round the blossomed tree ; 

High overhead on home-returning wings 

The booming bee that spins its airy rings ; 

Dim lake ; &e olive hiU ; the valley's gleams. 

Inlaid with blue bows of the wandering streams ; 

White cities shining on the bending shore ; 

Beyond, hi fused, the ocean's silver floor,— 

For thee shall glorify the evening hour. 

And I will lead thee to the summer bower. 

Prepared for thee beneath the hill of vines, 

Young Beauty of the South, when day declines. 

O ! thy dark locks of youth, my alien bright ! 

My cheek shall dry away the drops of night ! 

And when thou tum'st thee to the southern star, 

And think'st upon thy native home a^, 

Thou shalt not weep ; I have thee by the hand, 

My heart is thine, my land shall be thy land. 
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I feel, I feel my love's unbounded debt ! 
May God foiget me when I thee forget !" 

^ No, no," said Geialdme ; ^ it must not be ! 
Risk hot the fight, come not again to me ! 
My asters, and my brother, who but I 
Must watch them for our mother in the sky ? 
She bade me love them well, she bade me make them 
The lambs of Christ ; how then can I forsake them ? 
Yet in this hour 1 11 say it, — dear, O ! Youth, 
Art thou to me for thy heroic truth. 
Far more than thrones, and crowns, and kingly brows ! 
Sweet Prince, beyond what female grace allows. 
Think me not light and bold ; but all my life 
I 'd love to be thy true and ^thAil wife. 
It cannot be. But hark !" She softly said, 
And to her Julian bent her beauteous head. 
Was it to whisper ? Or his cheek to touch 
With hers so soft ? How litde, yet how much ! 
Twas nature's holy kiss ! No sooner paid, 
Than forth away i^e flitted through the shade. 

rv. 

Uprose the sun : By Rasalema's side. 
The Fezzan river, moved in martial pride 
A mingled host from various realms, to stem 
Zemberbo's treason, and the diadem 
Maintain of Abusade : in rank and square 
Swarming they join, and for the march prepare. 
Loud blew a tiiousand trumpets ; deep and high 
Was Med the compass of war's harmony. 
Attempered terrible, that thrilling shook 
The soldier's heart, and raised his daring look. 
Outflew a thousand banners. And the mass 
Of moving valoiur shook the valley pass 
With sounding tread. From the high walls behind 
Of Fez came shouts upon the morning wind ; 
There myriads stood, and bade their army on 
To conquer for the city and the throne. 
So shall they conquer ! How shall be subdued 
The embodied kii^doms' warlike multitude ? 
Puffed yellow Copts are here, and soldiers brave 
From Nubian hill and Abyssinian cave. 
The imshadowed lands, that hear each sultry noon 
The thunders 'yond the Mountains of the Moon, 
Have sent a few bold men ; but many a swarm 
Gives Negroland, scarce less the dusk and warm. 
Fierce ki^doms on the west to Ocean's brink. 
And they whose horses the far waters drink 
Of Syrian streams, have men enlisted here. 
The warlike Brebers from the hills more near 
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Of crescent Atlas and the vales between, 

The blameless Shelluhs, and the aspects keen 

Of mountain Enifi, and Hea's wild castes, 

That scream like eagles on the lofty blasts, 

March on to battle. Lo ! the army's pride. 

The Hentets on their fine-haired horses ride ; 

With hordes unnumbered fro4^e lesser states 

Of Atlas southward to the Land of Dates. 

From Tremecen, Azogue, Zenhagian, Hoar, 

And Heneti, brave tribes that hunt the boar 

Far in the gorges of the snowy hills. 

Whose glossy range its southern border fills, 

Or roam yvjld Angab's desert to the banks 

Of soft Moluya, fill the Fezzan ranks. 

Two days they marched ; the third beheld them stayed : 

Their fair encampment in a vale was made. 

Beyond it lay, a narrow pass between, 

A larger valley, and an equal scene 

Of martial pomp ; for there the traitor host 

Of dark Zemberbo kept their evening post, 

And hoped the coming mom. Not less possessed 

Of hope, the Eoyal army took their rest. 

By heaven and earth ! it was a goodly sight 

To see their tents beneath the setting light, 

Encircling with their white pavilioned pale 

A little lull mid rising in the vale. 

Cedars and palms, with sunlight in their tops. 

In leafy tiers grew up its gentle slopes. 

Green was its open head, there walked or sate 

The Captains and the Elings confederate. 

West through the vale delicious lay imrolled 

The lapse of rivers in their evening gold, 

While far along their sun-iUumined banks 

Broke the quick restless gleam of warlike ranks. 

North, where the hills arose by soft degrees, 

Stood stately warriors in the myrtle trees. 

And fed their beauteous steeds. From east to south 

Armed files stood onward to the valley's mouth. 

From out the tents the while, and round the plain. 

Bold music burst defiance to maintain, 

And hope against the morrow's dawning hour. 

Nor the gay camp belied the inspiring power : 

From wmte-teethed tribes, that loitered on the grass, 

Loud laughter burst, fierce jests were heard to pass; 

Around ti^e tents were poured the gorgeous throngs 

Of nations blent, with shouts and martial songs. 

Nor ceased the din as o'er the encampment wide 

Fell softly dark that eve of summer-tide. 

z 
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T. 

Grej mom appeared. " Mj horse !" Zemberbo cried ; 

And forth was brought, shrUl-neighing in his pride, 

His battle-horse — ^from Araby a gift, 

White as the snows, and as Ae breezes swift : 

A chosen foal, on Yemen's barley fed, 

In size and beauty gre€khe desert-bred. 

Fit present for a Kmg : his burnished diest, 

Branched o'er with reins, and muscles ne'er at rest. 

Starts, leaps, and throbs with life : his nostrils thin. 

And red, and tender, from the fire within, 

Dilate and quiver, and, still waxing hot. 

Send out quick blasts of smoke, as from a seething pot : 

And lo ! as if he tarried at the wine, 

like coals of fire his kindling eyeballs shine. 

The Chieftain sprung on him. The rolling drum 

Announced his signal that the hour was come 

His host should move : Trumpet and deep-smote gong 

Quell to the draining march the closing throng. 

On through the short defile, compact and slow, 

Betwixt me vales, Zemberbo's squadrons go. 

But see I but see ! the far-embatded foe ! 

The Royal host how gloriously revealed ! 

From side to side the levied valley reeled 

With points of gleams. The mutual armies seen. 

Fierce shouts arose, and claimed the space between. 

Paused not the rebel phalanx : On each hand 

Himg cloudy swarms, whence, ranging in a band. 

The stepping archers, with their pause compressed, 

Let loose the glandng arrows from their breast. 

Nor less from loyal bows the arrowy rain 

Dark on the advancing column fell amain. 

Advancing still : in crescent-shaped array. 

The Fezzan host in its embosomed bay 

Receives it deep ; but sharpens round away. 

Till curling to the column's flanks it turns, 

And turning bores them with its piercing horns. 

Yet onward still, still onward through the fight. 

That column pushed its firm continuous might. 

Till, widening out, it spread a breastwork far 

Across the plain, and mingled deep the war. 

Roaming his neighbouring vale, retired though near, 
The unconscious herdsman bends his listening ear ; 
The ghosted airy sound of battle booms 
High up through Echo's dim conftised rooms, 
In chambered range aroimd the rocky hills. 
And wondering awe his beating bosom fills. 
He climbs the steep, he stands above the dale. 
Surcharged with war ; but boiling clouds prevail, 
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And hide the shock, and leave him but to guess 

What means within the terrible excess ; 

Till, when in lightened flaws has burst the shroud, 

Thronged shapes he sees throughout the embattled doud, 

Careering men, and horses' tossing manes : 

Back in his fear he bounds down to his peaceful pMns. 

But stark and stem the work within lliat cloud ! 
Strokes, thrusts of death, and steeds and warriors bowed, 
And, strewed around, a thousand swords of strife. 
Drunk with the vintage of man's costly life ! 
In shearings from the lo% helmets cast, 
Proud plumes were driven like smoke along the blast 
Of winds unnatural, from the strife that grew 
Of arms, and through the havoc shrilly blew. 
Now through the valley s outlets on each side 
Its struggling limbs the battle stretches wide ; 
•Now back it draws them from each bloody pass, 
Like wounded thing, to guard the vital mass 
That fills the plain : there, faster as men &iled. 
Grim, clodng, locked, the mortal shock prevailed. 

But where is Julian ? At the break of day 
Came on his father with a bold array, 
Brought by the message of his son ; but fear 
Disdaining for himself, himself is here 
Leading lus warriors on, sooner to bar 
Zemberbo's rise, and end a long-protracted war. 
O ! how rejoicing to his native band 
Did Julian leap ! His &iher, hand in hand 
He 11 fight with him ! And, through that stormy day. 
They crossed Zemberbo in his fellest way. 
Faint toiled the staggerii^ battle. Fresh and strong, 
A giant troop came dashmgly along. 
Grim set, reserved for this : Lo ! bare of head, 
The black compacted turm Zemberbo led ; « 

Low couching, forward bent : and stem and still. 
His sword intensely waited on his will, 
Held pointed by his side. Across his path 
Besistance came, and eased his rigid wrath. 
Which bowed him corded down : How towering rose 
The mighty creature, and made shreds of foes ; 
His ^e, as fiu: he bounded to destroy, 
Bright with the sunshine of his warlike joy ! 
He pointed to the thickest of the fight, 
There fought the King of Portugal, with might 
There Julian fought ; deep plunged into the fray 
That sable corps, and cleared the crush away ; 
Then, with the stress of numbers henumng round 
That King, they bore him from the embattled ground. 
And bore his son ; but not one wounding blade 
Was dealt on them, for so Zemberbo bade : 
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Thus Julian and his ore were captiye made. 
Their capture smote with fear the Fezzan host ; 
It paused, it wavered, turned, fled — all was lost. 
A summer day had toiled the fight in doubt, 
With sunset came the Terror and the Rout. 
And £ax Zemberbo's sword the battle gleaned. 
Till shadowy night the straggling remnant screened. 

VI. 

X Bright was the mom that saw the Fezzan force 
March off, to stay Zemberbo in his course. 
Not bright, but dark to Geraldine : a weight 
Was on her heart, as through the day she sate. 
Her little sisters round her sofUy went ; 
Oflk on her knee her brother Ismael leant, 
Upturned his glossy eyes, and stroked her cheek, 
Toyed with her heayy locks, and bade her speak ; 
Till dimmed her eye, and, stooping to his head. 
She pressed it sofUy with each glistening lid. 
And crushed to misty spray the rising tear. 
To hide it from his wondering in^t fear. 
Then turned she to his face, put by his hair. 
Long read his brow so smoothly darkly fair. 
Looked down into his black eyes : — " Beauteous child, 
No sin is in these young wells undefiled ! 
Why should'st thou pensh then ? But no, my boy," 
She murmured, " God will save my darling and my joy ! 
My blessing on these eyes so bold and bright. 
For thou shalt live and be a gallant knight, 
To fight for me and for thy sisters all. 
And save us firom the fierce oppressor's thrall ! 
But England's men thou It love, high hold thy face. 
And stately walk like her majestic race, 
Whom longs my soul to see, but ne'er shall see : 
Oh ! never in my mother s land I Tl be. 
For which afar I look at eventide ; 
But let that land's high lessons be my guide, 
To teach thee well, for her who gave her life 
To bring thee forth into this world of strife. 
Thou precious purchase dear ! O ! I would make 
Thy soul a beauty for her beauteous sake." 

Slow passed the heavy hours : young Geraldine 
Stood on her palace at the day's decline ; 
Her sweet eyes looked unto the north afar. 
And aye she hoped and feared for the returning war. 
Each eve, the same. The sixth revolving night. 
Since went the Fezzan army to the fight, 
Came round ; firom her high terrace looldng forth 
To where Day faded in the purpled north, 
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She saw, like shadows when the clouds are chased, 

Men from the mountains coming down in haste. 

Behind in Fez a buzzing murmur rose,* 

Like as of men presentient of their woes ; 

For there 's a sharpness, not of ear or eye. 

Which tells to waiting realms of ruin nigh, 

A sense prophetic : not one fugitive 

Was yet come in the evil news to give ; 

Yet seemed o'er Fez the air instinct with ills, 

Seemed running whispers over all her hills. 

To cries of fear they waxed, and crowds amain 

Stood on their roolfe and looked unto the plain : 

There now they come, in straggling disarray, 

The weary relics of some fatal day : 

Far bends the rider o'er his staggering steed, « 

And scarcely seems the expected walls to heed. 

Scarce lifts his feeble eyes : each man alone 

In deep unsocial stress of mind comes on. 

Forth going, thousands meet them ; thousands wait 

To bid them welcome at each friendly gate ; 

In anxious silence thousands look and long 

To find their kin in that returning throng. 

Still on her roof stood Geraldine, and viewed 

With dizzy eyes the thickening multitude. 

And many a wish and many a fear revolved ; 

Yet dared not turn to ask and be resolved. 

Her faithfrd slave approached ; she shook her bead, 

And mutely pointed to the valley spread 

With straggling troops, nor heard lus kind reproof. 

But waved him off, and would not leave the roof. 

Night fell : still listening for the coming war. 

She heard bold music in the hills afar ; 

O'er cries oft breaking from the valley near, 

Continuous, swelling, came that strain of fear. 

It ceased : how throbbed her bosom, half relieved 

To think her ear had haply been deceived ! 

But oh ! yon moving lights ! and oh ! the tread 

Of marching squadrons, deep, concentrated ! 

And hark ! those tinklings, as the breezes swell. 

The coming-on of cavalry now tell. 

Heard through the restless night : Again, again. 

Near, nearer bursts that bold triumphant strain ! 

By Basalema's waves, that slippery shone 

To ruddy lights, the shadowy war came on. 

The music dies ; fierce voices of command, 

Distinctly heard, proclaim the foe at hand. 

Heard round from post to post ; the points of light 

Glance to and fro, and widen through the night ; 

The solid tread is frised to swarming din 

Of men who nightly bivouac begin. 
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'^ Zemberbo's camp ! Ah me !" the damsel sighed, 
And to her chamber through the darkness hied. 

CANTO V. 

THE FIRE. 

Behold Zenone, as she sits by night, 

All pale and pensive in her clond of white ! 

Her Mthful eunuch came ; absorbed in thought. 

Her eyes she raised not, and she saw him not. 

But Melki bowed and kissed her silken feet, 

Raised back his withered brow her eye to meet. 

Then seized her hand. She started : '' Slave ! " she said, 

^' I know thee faithful, but I 'm past thy aid. 

Why com'st thou, then ? Away ! I love thee not. 

And little have I done to raise thy luckless lot." 

" Italian flower ! " upstarting said the slave, 
" The land that gave thee bu-th to me my being gave ! 
I 'd have thee be a queen magnificent ! 
like bow, to serve ^ee, is my spirit bent ! 
To our own Italy we 11 turn." 

"No, no!" 
Zenone sighed : " How could I thither go ? 
In that faS- land first lightened on my eyes 
The suns of summer from the crystal skies. 
The breathing hills that nod with tufted woods. 
The valleys ^boning with the glassy floods, 
The green leaves trembUng to the nightingale. 
And heaven's high starry lamps that never fail. 
And all the solemn beauty of the night, 
Which tongue of man has never told aright. 
There touched me first ! And there my kindred lie ! 
Is this a monstrous dream ? Where, what am I V 
With fearful agony her breast she beat, 
And flung herself upon her silken seat. 
Tore her long hair, and sobbed ; and through her fiume, 
Like pangs immortal, fits of trembling came. 

Low Melki knelt, and dared to take her hand : 
" Lady ! " he said, " rise, give me proud command ! " 

Upsprings Zenone, haughty fire appears, 
Bums on her cheek, and drinks her glistening tears. 
" Slave" cried she, shuddering, stamping with her foot, 
" Hast thou presumed ? Be up — ^be gone— be mute ! 
Art thou a King riding on horses white, 
That thou hast dared to bid me peace this night ? 
I cry thee mercy ! ha ! thou art my slave ? 
So, I have wronged thee ! Give me to my grave ; 
Haste, win a right my softened heart to see. 
Make thyself somethuig by betraying me ! 
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Yea, why should one like thee be faithful now ? 

Kill me ; be kinder than the Fever thou, 

That lighted o'er my life its dog-star swart. 

But set and deigned not to consume this heart. 

Perhaps 'tis not yet set, for in my breast 

I feel a flame that will not be at rest. 

But let it bum ! O ! let me die away ; 

Yet smile in death to think so fall the gay, 

The proud so perish. Love itself so dies, 

And great Ambition with the lifted eyes. 

And hearts that with the hues of poetry 

Flame, flame — their glory quenched, their life >a saddened lie ! 

^ ! these are they, with grand immortal cares ! ' 

So runs the brag : ' What honour's like to theirs. 

The proud, the pure, the Heaven-endowed to raise 

The young religion of man's primal days. 

When Virtue was an ardour, not a thmg 

To wait on Habit for a tutored wing ? 

Men of the high awakened hearts, who hold 

Yet sleepless triumphs of their thoughts untold ? ' 

Even these must bow to count ignoble gains. 

Not even to glory in exalted pains ; 

For things of sense can lure, and low desire 

Train to base stoop their privilege of flre. 

Boast not the impassioned life, Sie flame within. 

While sin 's at hand, and passion goads to sin. 

Then if the creature Ml, his lofty name 

Alone ensures continuance of his shame : 

He wrongs his spirit's proud virginity. 

And deems his glory can no fardier die ; 

Then shall wild pleasures have him, and be vain 

The vaunted power of reason to restrain : 

Tumultuous cravings, fierce delirious joy 

The curb of awe and reason shall destroy. 

Shall bear his heart, like homeless orb of air, 

Through sin's ecliptic downward to despair ! 

Then, then, his glorious intellectual mind. 

Sickened with turbid impulse, dies behind ; 

Or tracks the desperate race bilt to maintain, 

Like lightning o'er the night-steed's tossing mane. 

Its fltful wreath of coruscations bright. 

Contrast and challenge o'er the darkening flight ; 

Or holds its proud unbroken parallel, 

To beautify a spirit down to HelL 

What then is Itfe, if thus the goodliest fell ? 

Cease, my vexed soul, 'tis vain delusion all !" 

" So give us active joys, nor let us waste 
Our hearts in dreams ; but plan and do in haste : " 
The eunuch said. Zenone answered this :— - 
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^^ Ha ! think'st thou, slaye, that aught shall make me miss 

The only triumph that can be my bliss ? 

No : I shall come before a nation s eyes ; 

Fez, she may curse me, she shall ne'er despise. 

I to her painted roll my name refuse, 

Of spotted harlots in these silken stews ; 

Yet shall that name in Fez be ne'er forgot, 

But stamp her annals with a burning blot. 

Come on, Zemberbo, thou art linked with me ; 

Careering twins in yengeance shall we be !" 

" He *s come, he 's here : our army smitten down," 
The eunuch said, ^^ this night he'll shake our town ; 
But strong, defended well, Morocco near 
In arms to thwart him in preventiye fear. 
And aid our King, though doomed, yet still it may 
For many a moon staye off the eyil day." 

Up starts Zenone ; o'er her countenance pass. 
In flamings like a chemist's kindled glass. 
The yarying passions. Settled, pale, and still, 
A deadly whisper thus declared her will : — 
" My hour is come ! We 'U let Zemberbo in. 
And do the rest ! Come on with me ! No din ! 
Tread softly. Child ! Hark ! of my mortal cup 
The King shall drink, 'twill dry his spirit up ; 
Then to his roof let him be carried, there 
To win the coolness of the freer air ; 
When round him there his children gathered be, 
My fire shall catch them, nor shall let them flee : 
My Other's house and lineage to the flame 
He dared to giye, I '11 do for him the same. 
Far then we 'U go. But come, my inner room 
Must better flt us for our work of doom." 

She said, and going in her stem intent 
Locked up and pale, behind her Melki went. 

II. 

O'er Fez triumphant, with embattled din 
Zemberbo rode : Zenone let him in. 
Through Melki's aid : 'His grisly aspect gleamed. 
Far o'er his head his coal-black banner streamed. 
Forth rushed his ruffian hordes, all kindred ties 
Long distant wars had taught them to despise. 
What shouts afar ! What shriekings of aflWght ! 
And sound of steeds that galloped through the night ! 
Oft lifted up was midnight's cloudy screen, 
With sheeted blazes in reflection seen ; 
Till, lighted round to one unbroken glare. 
Wide o'er the city burned the midnight mr. 
Chased by the gleam of swords, a wildered throng 
From street to street with shrieks were driyen along. 
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With wild back-streaming looks, uiunarried maids, 
And mothers glaring through the umbered shades. 
With clasping babes, and crooked forms of eld 
That feebly plained, and by the yonnger held. 
Blood redly flowed, and every deed of shame 
Was done that links to Hell man's boasted name. 

On rode Zemberbo to the central square 
Of Fez : The King of Portugal was there. 
Brought near his Julian ; firm, in goyemed mood. 
Beside his sorrowing son the monarch stood. 
" Why are you here, my fether ? Do you know 
The things prepared against you by that foe V 
Thus Juhian spake : ^^ Dark Chiefbin on thy steed. 
Say, can a gallant soldier hare decreed 
A King like this should Uve with shackled aims ? 
Why, do but honour to the old alarms 
Of mutual war, to him that aye was found 
A worthy foe, and let him stand unbound." 

** No change of bonds," Zemberbo said, " he 11 find, 
'Till the stark cordage of the grave shall bind 
His head, his heart ; beyond the purple hour 
When o'er an Arab's feet his blood he 11 pour. 
That hour is now at hand : No wish of mine 
E'er perished : Allah, be the glory thine ! 
So learn. Sir youth, to hold thee humble still. 
Nor rashly try to thwart my conquering wilL" 

^^ By Heaven ! you dare not then," me youth exclaimed, 
^ So give the old anointed to be shamed ! 
Am I not here ? In me thy victim see, 
If for our blood thy soul must thirsty be. 
He speaks, dear fether, of my mother's feet ; 
And Oh ! I fear his scheme he can complete !" 

^ Now, now," that fiither said, ** 'tis mine to press 
Thy heart, my child, for great forjsiveness I 
Yet her I loved : I only was not bold. 
Against my people's wish, my marriage to uphold. 
So was she lost. And Oh ! a &ther^s shame ! 
Scarce have I dared to tell you of her name. 
Yet for her sake, methinks, my love for you 
Has been, if possible, above your due. 
I know my doom, the tyrant has explained ; 
Yet trust I then his wrath shall be restrained^ 
Nor fiulher work against thy youth, but break 
Thy galling fetters for thy mother's sake." 

^^ Now is the crisis ! now the last dread hour," 
Zemberbo said, ^^ to bend him to my power ! 
For this, Sir King, I 've led thee forth to meet 
Thy Captive son, that thou with him ma/st treat, 

▲ 2 
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May'st change his ^th, that him I here may make 
A prince and chieftain for his mother's sake. 
Much has he dared against me ; yet I still. 
More than foigiying, shall these terms fulfil. 
So thou wilt change his creed. Else, I hare sworn 
A worse than doom of death shall pay his scorn : 
A sunless thrall by him shall all his Ufe be borne." 

^ My son ! my boy l" exclaimed the anguished King, 
^ Sore, sore for diee these threats my bosom wring ! 
Nought can I do for thee, save here declare 
Thy mother's yirtues ; high they were and rare : 
Her creed, if rightly by these yirtues shewn. 
The loftiest natures might not blush to own. 
Now this is all, my child : Thy noble pride 
Must teach the rest : Oh ! thou must now decide !" 

" My father !" Julian said, " thy love for me 
Is pure as Heaven, is boundless as the sea ! 
Fain would'st thou have me saved ; yet well I know 
Thy soul would have me ne'er my faith forego. 
Nor shall it be. Oh ! I have dared deny 
My mother s heart, and left her lone to die ! 
Say now — ^'tis come to this — ^well are we met, 
Ere go we each to pay his bloody debt." 

With deep, with bosom-heaving sorrow shook. 
Yet sternly tasked to hold a steady look, 
That father stood ; he tore his msoled breast, 
To win more freedom for his heart oppressed ; 
Twice he essayed to speak, and twice he failed ; 
But nature's silent compromise prevailed, 
And oft the forehead of his boy he kissed, 
Till words burst forth, and thus his Julian blessed :— 
" Young head sublime ! in glory o'er us all ! 
My first ! my best ! my blessing on thee fall ! 
For thou from earliest years hast virtue loved, 
And been a child of honour unreproved ! 
Give me, my son, the proud young martyr's kiss : 
Heed not those hints : Thy faith must be my bliss." 
Thus spake a father's deepest, truest love, 
His child pursuing to the worlds above ; 
Which cares— which gives not up — ^which foUows on. 
To have that child approved before the Throne. 
With firm heroic look, the princely youth 
Impressed his solemn kiss, his pledge of truth. 
Then stately stood the King ; to Heaven addressed. 
Thus burst the indignant burden of his breast :— 
" Where are the faithful, and where are the bold ? 
Awake ! thou spirit of the days of old, 
And fire earth's men to stand for Him, the Good, 
Whose blessed thighs were nailed along the wood ! 



THE CAPTIVE OP FEZ. 203 

And shall it not ? Yea, yet the Christian sword 
Shall clear from earth the Liar s swarthy horde. 
From east to west, from south unto the north. 
For Him — ^for Christ, shall many kings go forth, 
Earth's princes all : most swift and pure to see, 
Like eagles' faces shall their ^Eices he, 
Their hearts like harnessed chariots. Thou, at length, 
Son of the Highest ! rise, gird on thy strength ! 
King-queller ! City-queller ! Son of Hearen, 
'Guinst the dark liars he thy chariot driven ! 
Go forth — go down upon thy foes, and break 
The billow of thy wheels on Mahomet's neck l" 

Dark, darker waxed Zemberbo ; but he sate 
Silent, his sister's coming to await, 
By him commanded himer : Lives she yet ? 
Or has her day of many sorrows set. 
Twice severed from her son ? He raised his head. 
Startled ; there came a litter for the dead. 
^^ Allah ! my sister ! " groaned the sable Chief, 
And ground his teeth to check his softer grief. 
Down from his charger springing, lowly bowed 
He met the body ; 'neath a hnen shroud 
Embalmed it lay. Brief question asked, he bade 
The litter near the captive King be stayed. 
Then, " Hear me, see me, judge me. Chiefs !" exclaimed 
Zemberbo, turning to his Captains famed : 
** I had a sister once ; ye knew her shame,-— 
Her hateful marriage, her dishonoured name : 
Stand forth who deemed my wrath was then unmoved ; 
Or — ^is there such ? — that I her love approved ; 
Or — ^where is he ? — that vengeance I 've forgot ; 
Behold the triumph of my treasured thought : 
Ne'er has it slept : My heart was only slow. 
The better to secure this deepest blow." 
He said, and turning with a mighty stride. 
Drove down into the captive monarch's side 
His steel vindictive ; from their snowy sheet 
Baring his sister's fixed and bony feet. 
O'er them he held the faint sustained King, 
To rain his life's unsealed and purple spring. 
*' Ho ! double vengeance ! be the banner brought. 
Last from him ta'en !" And to Zemberbo's thought 
In wrath refining, and his stem command. 
The rustling flag was lowered to his hand ; 
He wiped her feet with it from each red stain. 
Then o'er them drew the linen folds again. 

Oh ! Julian, then ! A flash sprang o'er his eyes, 
As high he saw that eager weapon rise ; 
With short quick cry he turned him as it fell. 
And shrunk to hear it glut itself so well ; 
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With panting breast, he saw the foe fblfil 
The fearful process of his yengeful will ; 
Till, by Zemberbo's grasp no more upstajed. 
The bleeding monarch in the dust was laid. 
He sprung, he sprung, his ^Etthef 's hand to press, 
To Imeel, to whisper, and his head to bless ; 
Till death-diyided was their mutual kiss. 
He closed his other's eyes; without a tear, 
Stately he stood in dignity serere. 

Near bursts a sudden glare ! Through all its firame 
The Palace bums in one consuming flame. 
But see the lovely Fury ! Still the brand 
That did the deed is in Zenone's hand. 
How shines the creature's £ace ! But to the ground 
A camel kneels ; she mounts it with a bound. 
And rising, glimpsing flees ; behind her near. 
Through eyery peril, and through every fear. 
To go with her, each toil, each wo to brare, 
Another camel bears her eunuch slaye. 
From land to land she went ; but firenzied Pain, 
Fell dog, pursued and overtook her brain, 
And bayed her down : Down into Etna's tide 
Of lava plunged she ; this her dying pride. 
That the pure Are should be her burial-place. 
Nor her heart rot with man's ignoble race. 

The Fezzan Palace bums. On every dde 
The ragged web of flame is wafted wide ; 
Back drawn, it dings, it climbs, updarting oft 
Its fsur-thrust tongues that curl and lick sdoft 
All round the roof, still curling inward. There 
The poisoned King is dying in his chair : 
Zenone's scheme. Young Geraldine is seen 
Bathing his brows, with many a kiss between. 
His other children — see the dear young band ! 
Bound him they hang, and hold him by the hand. 
Uiged by the heat, they shrink, they hide their eyes. 
They press upon his breast their stifled cries. 

One wrench, and Julian's free : One mighty bound 
Has home him clear beyond that guarded ground. 
Yon lovely femily from the fire he 'U save. 
Or die widi them in one devouring grave ! 
He nears the Palace, dashing in he dares 
The flames — Christ help him now to dimb i}ie burning stairs ! 
A fearful pause ! O ! on the roof he springs. 
His arms around his Geraldine he flings. 
To bear her thence : one kiss upon her brow— 
The pillars crack, the blazing rafters bow, 
Down goes the roo^ the walls down inward go ; 
A smo^g, smothered mass of ruin glares bdow ! 
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But where are they whom scarce the twinking eye 
Has ceased to see upon that Palace high ? 
Whelmed in its wreck their mingled ashes lie. 
Disturh them not ! Of Julian only tell, 
He died with her whom he had lof ed so well. 



A WINTER DAY. 

MORNING. 

Yon ridge of trees against the frosty east 
Of Mom, how thin, how fine, how spiritualized 
Their fringe of naked branches, and of twigs, 
Distinct, &ouffh multitudinous and small ! 
Still rarified, wey seem about to be 
Consumed away in the effluent candent glow 
Breathed up before the Sun ! Lo ! in their stems 
His ruddy disk ; and now the rayless orb. 
Bound and entire, is up, on the fixed eye 
Dilating, swimming with uncertain poise 
From side to side — a great red ball of fire. 
A-blaze with all its windows — ^tum and see— 
The western yalley how it flames afar ! 

Winnowing the high pure ether, go the rooks 
Down to the sea in intermittent trains, 
Far from their inland roost, on the flat merse 
To tear up tufts of grass for grubs below, 
With homy beaks to turn the droppings o*er 
Of pasturing kine, to search the rack of creeks, 
And stalking forage on the shelly shore. 
Sagacious birds ! What time the sun goes down 
With streaks and spots on his discoloured face. 
Fierce flushed, distempered, restless, see them then, 
High in the airy firmament a troop 
Of maddest revellers, circling, wheeling round ; 
And oft with sidelong flight ^ant down the sky 
^^y go ; ^^^ oft with clanging wings, the one 
Depending as if broke, swooping they &11 
Near to the ground, then upward shoot again ; 
They scream, they mix, they thwart, they eddy round 
And round tumultuous, tlQ all heaven is filled 
With a wild storm of birds ! By this they shew 
Prescience of windy blasts. But when, as now, 
They take the mom afar, expect the day 
To close in beauty as it has begun. 
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Oft, in our changeful clime, rains flood to-day ; 
To-morrow rises clear with frosty glint, 
Shewing the rawish road all stricken o'er 
With lines, like crow-foot prints — ^the work by night 
Of half-constringing frost. On such a mom. 
Far in the reeking field new-ploughed, and washed 
Sore by the rains of yesterday, the eye 
Is caught with points of flashhig brilliancy, 
Beyond the emblazoned stones of Samarcand. 
Admire them from a£EU*, but trace them not ; 
Fragments of saucers, from the dunghill borne, 
And bottle necks are all the gems you '11 find : 
So may mean men, like bits of delf or glass. 
Blaze on the world, 'neath Fortune's favouring light. 
The frost gives way ; despite its shining mom. 
The day goes down in clouds ; night's shooting stars 
Portend tiie elements are watery still. 
Thus ofl, through half our winter, damp and dry 
Altemate quick. But this frost's fangs are fixed 
Deep in the gnarled ground, and tokens tell 
They'll keep the gripe — so say the weather-wise. 
The earth was slowly dried ; the wild ducks oflt. 
With short quick pinions, and long necks stretched out, 
Sped o'er our valley to the plashy springs 
That never freeze ; higher o'erhead, now seen 
On the pale sky, now hid against the cloud. 
Shifting their trailing figures of array. 
The wild geese cackled through the firmament, 
Far going down upon the softer south : 
These be the tokens of a rigorous time. 

They call this place « The Twins :" Here fell two youths, 
Twin brethren, and were buried in one grave. 
Their widowed mother's only children, fliey 
Grew up in beauty to her loving eye ; 
One fair, the other dark, but stately both. 
Like two young poplars by a river side. 
Force rose and slew our Covenanting men. 
Walter was firm ; but Vincent's rasher heart. 
Lured by an English damsel whom he loved 
With blindest love, and who for injuries done 
Her father, dead beneath the insulting hurt, 
Abhorred the Covenant, took her Southern creed. 
And waxing hotter in the widening breach 
Betwixt his spirit and his former fnends. 
Lifted his hand against his country's faith. 
His maid proved fiiJse ; she went, and left him lom— 
Oh ! how forlorn ! Meanwhile for Walter's sake, 
The stout defier of their violent hands, 
The persecutors seized, and put to death 
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His mother, sparing not her reverend age. 

Remorse came up from Hell, and gnawed the heart 

Of Vincent, glaring like a guilty ghost, 

Night after night, around that church-yard place, 

And prostrate oft upon his mother s grave. 

He disappeared, and no one sought for him. 

On went the unequal war, still struggling on 

From hill to hill, from moor to hlood-stained moor ; 

And Walter led the Covenanting strength. 

Where'er they went, high on the mountain side, 

Ahove them still, oft through the hurrying mist 

Dim seen, a shrouded Form went as they went. 

Watched when they camped, with gestures and with cries 

Warning of danger, and oft saved their lives. 

What can the grey Shape be ? Is it a man, 

Or Angel sent to guard them in the wild ? 

The opposing forces drew to battle here. 

Sore was the stress ; but Walter s weaker band 

Was smitten down, and trampled o'er the field. 

Down from his station came that shrouded Shape, 

And leapt into the fight. Three stalwart foes 

Were bearing Walter down ; before him sprung, 

To shield his life, that unknown Form, and took 

Their spears upon himself; they pierced him through. 

And Walter fell beside him : — " For her sake. 

For her dear sake, within whose sacred womb 

We lay together, face to fjswie, my brother. 

Put your arm o'er my neck.'*^ Thus Vincent said— 

For it was Vincent : side by side they lay. 

And Walter put his arm o'er Vincent's neck. 

" I am forgiven, then ! " murmured again 

The fair-haired Vincent. Thus " The Twins" died here, 

And here together in one grave were laid. 

Fieldfares and redwings on the dun-blanched leas. 
And flocks of finches from the stubbles bare, 
Still rise before you with thin glinting wings. 
As for yon upland through the fields you strike. 
'Tis gained. You see the icy cliff remote 
Gleam like an opaL Down on the far town 
Hangs, like some visible plague, a cloud of smoke, 
Steaming discoloured, dusk, but yellower edged ; 
And oft some window through its reeling skirts 
Red glances. Lo ! fer off away, beyond 
The valley's northern bound, the tops of hills. 
Snowy, serene in spotless purity, 
Stand^g high up in the clear morning air. 
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NOON. 

Creep out and in, and shiver all die day. 
But take the country wide, conquer the cold. 
And in your frost-fed flush of blood enjoy 
The glowing triumph of consummate health : 
Heart-strengthening most, when now the glassy sun 
Shines out betwixt the colds of mom and eye, 
Sweating the clammy brow of puckered frost 
In warmer spots, to tread the rustling skirts 
Of sunny hanging woods — such woods as brace 
Old EUdon's wiz^ hiUs, my motive hills ! 

O'er ihe clear ridge, down on its sunless side 
Slanting we go along the rimy path. 
Before us lies, in the sequestered dell. 
An ancient church-yard, with its church's wreck 
Still yisible, grey, with ashes dwarfed and gnarled, 
And bushes planted by the birds and winds. 
Sideways and upwards growing from its rifts. 
What form is yon who lowly bent among 
The wintry nettle-wands, ns^ed and peeled. 
Picks from the damp, flat, sunken, lettered stone 
The frozen moss ? Behold the grey-haired man ! 
In youth he loved a maid. Of higher birth. 
Her friends looked down upon his poor estate ; 
But she her heart had given him, nor vniSl change. 
And he was sick, and she did visit him. 
Gem of the purest sparkle, what art thou 
To pity tremulous through love's glistening tear 1 

! how he loved her for her pitying love ! 
Qod raised him up again. Abroad he went. 
With joyous hope, gold and renown to win. 
And took her blessing with him o'er the sea. 
Love-prompted thus, love-strengthened in his course, 
Renown and gold he won — and aU for her ! 

Back hasted he. Her friends and she the while 
Were come to poverty. He almost joyed 
At this reverse, so much his spirit yearned 
To do all things for her, to make her glad 
With a great gladness, for her faithfril love. 
Death had the start of him : The mortal ail 
Had seized her ere he came. He calmed her soul. 
And she was cahn ; but pined from him away. 
" When I did pause, my Catherine," thus he sighed, 
This grave-yard visiting where she must lie, 
"At the sweet grace of all thy face and form, 

1 trembled, fearing that the joy and pride 
Would be too much for mortal, having such 
His spouse. Wan as a lily in the rains 

Bleached, thou art now Death's young and fearful bride : 
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His blue-yeined wedding-rmg 's on thy small finger, 
His nuptial kiss hath sc^sJed thy marble brow. 
God ! must this creature lie where Night's dull tree 
Bends to the wild and yisionary blast, 
And I be full of life ? Ah ! happier she, 
The day of care, and sorrow's vigils o'er ! 
Would, too, these fears for her, and all my wo. 
Were things remembered of the days of earth ! " 
She died, Us virgin wife. Off he recoiled 
From the sad spot, and wandered in &r lands. 
Yet here he is again, a grey-haired man. 
Bowed to the dust, pickmg the moss away. 
To read her name along the lettered stone. 

Beneath the tinkling crags that overlook 
The ice-bound loch, where mazy skaters play. 
We take the narrow path. The icicles 
O'erhead, depending from each salient point, 
Drop in the sun down on the rustling leaves. 
Shed from the woods that crest the beetling clifis. 
How decent nature's modesty which prompts 
The uncomplaining creatures of God's hand 
To secret places to retire and die ! 
Here in a fissure of the rocks, struck through 
With cold and hunger, sits a little bird 
With drowsy feathers and with filmy eye. 
Our hand's soft pressure gives it a new shock 
Of warmth and fear, it fiunts and dies away. 

A thread of pathway up the tangled glen 
Ascending leads us to this rocky cave. 
Look in and fear not, yet with reverence look ; 
Silent and dark, but holy is the place. 
Here, says Tradition, is " Maid Marion's Grave." 
An orphan only child, whose sire, the friend 
Of Wallace, feU, what time our Champion led 
The Fatherland unconquered to the stress 
Of that long wrestle for our future peace. 
She drew romantic daring from the time. 
And loved Sir William with a patriot love. 
Dark days fell on our Man, his hunted head, 
A price thereon, lay in the caves of earth ; 
But he had pressed her dying fitther's hand. 
In wordless answjer to his murmured prayer. 
That he would be a guardian to his child. 
And was he not ? £i aJl his darkest days, 
Betide what might, he to young Marion came, 
And cheered the orphan in her lonely home. 
Then drew he to this cave, not distant &r, 

b2 
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For foes were round about him, and the maid 

Brought food to him by night, and erery mom^ 

A young-eyed sentinel o'er his coming forth, 

Horering ahe guarded him from danger near. 

But Treachenr took him ; and that stately head 

Of golden locks redundant, that so oft 

O'er War^s wild surf, the day-star of our hope, 

Fukent for us had risen, was trailed in dust 

Dishonoured to the death : Through all the throng 

Of that yast dty, and through all those guards. 

Young Marion burst — she burst : low bowing down, 

She took and she held up that sacred head, 

To keep it from the dust, and kissed him oft ; 

And no man had the power to trouble her. 

She saw him die : She bore his latest breath 

Shaped in a message to the Bruce ; though brief, 

The seed and pregnant germ of Bannockbum, 

And all the issues of that mighty day. 

But sorrow now had touched the damsel's brain 

To wildness, wandering o'er the Scottish hills. 

And ever, when the annual eve came round 

On which the Chieftain was betrayed, in calm 

Or tempest, round the dwelling of Monteith, 

Was heard the voice of her prophetic doom, 

All through the night ; and oft his way she crossed ; 

And oft &e hung and hovered o'er his path, 

Giving his blasted name to in&my, 

The avenging spirit of all future time. 

And round me land she went, with many a song 

Of old heroic days rousing the youth 

To arms ; nor vainly, for, where'er she went,- 

The people loved her reverently, for all 

She did for Wallace, for her beauty rare, 

Her ancient lineage, and her lot forlorn. . 

Bruce rose triumphant : Round his camps and fields 

Hung the wild lasB^ a Spirit of the war ; 

And aye when victory came, she clapped her hands. 

And cried aloud, '' Wallace has done it all !" 

Then sought the wounded ; and, by day and night. 

Who like Maid Marion was their minii^ter? 

The beauteous maniac flitted through the field 

Of Bannockbum ; but, as the battle ceased, 

A random arrow pierced her viigin breast. 

They told the Bruce : Down firom his charger sprung 

The good King Robert, and his bloody brow 

Wiping, he bowed him o'er the dying maid^ 

And pressed her hand, in token he would do 

Her last request^— for now her soul was clear. 

" The work is done now !" with a smile she said, 

Then told her wish; and, faithfiil to her wish. 
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He buried her within this cayemed rock, 
Where Wallace oft had laid his patriot head. 
Lo ! Winter hangs its chastest drops of ice 
Around the entrance of the virgin's tomb. 
But summer comes, and then how sweetly glimmers 
The morning sun through the green lady ferns, 
Fringing the lintels of the black-browed cave ! 
Birds sing around it, and the wren within 
Oft buildb her nest. And many a pilgrim foot 
Comes up the glen to see " Maid Marion's Grave." 

The sun goes down the early afternoon. 
And soon vnll set. A rim of steaming haze 
Above the horizon, deeper in its dye 
Than the light orange of the general west, 
Receives his reddened orb. As through their glades 
Westward you go, a sifted dust of gold 
Fills all the fir- wood tops 9 ruddy below 
Their rough-barked stems ; and aye the wings of birds 
Flash like illumined gold-leaf, as they flit 
From tree to tree across your startled eye._ 

EVENING. 

'Tis now the silent night : the full-orbed moon 
Hangs in the depths of heaven ; scarce shine the stars, 
( Drowned in her light ; the valleys of the earth 
Are filled and flooded with a silver haze. 

Come forth, O ! Youth, and muse upon His love 
Who made, and placed us in a world so fair, 
With such brave lights o'erhead— the windows they, 
Through which we look into an upper life 
With natural expectation. From of old. 
Practised in lowly duty, but sublimed 
By solemn meditations such as these. 
The world has trained its highest men, its men 
Of moral thoughtfulness, firamed and built up 
To the chief comer-stones of disciplined reason, 
And fitting deeds. 

Of yonder heavens remote 
What can Man know or tell ? Their milky mists 
Of nebulas, what be they ? A luminous stufl^. 
As Fancy thinks, to curdle into worlds. 
And systems yet to be ? Nay, then, Man's art. 
Daring, has pierced the secret ; has resolved 
That luminous matter into stars distinct. 
Already formed, but powdering the abyss 
Of space with worlds so thick, they seemed, till now, 
A cloudy confluence of unfisushioned light. 
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This Man has done. But far&er still, to name 
The latest marvel of his facoltieSy 
Did he not measure, by pure reach of thought, 
Those delicate disturbing influences, 
Put out like feelers, from the ethereal depths. 
Upon our system, by some unborn thing. 
As if for coffnisance— yearning to be known. 
And seen of Man among the works of God, 
And praise its Maker in our human hearts ? 
And Man, did he not tell, as long and &r 
He felt it trembling on the soul-sent line 
Of his analysis, what it was, and name 
The place, and mass, and orbit of a star. 
And seize it dawning froin the gulfis of space ? 

But not to drop the bold heaven-climber yet-* 
Did not Man pluck the lightning from yon skies ? 
Nay, yoke we not the subtle element 
In stated harness, like a visible drudge, 
To do our bests ? Trembles from shore to shore 
The electric post vdth instantaneous news. 
Ck>mbined in plan though wide apart in place, 
Men greet eadi other on the fluid stroke 
Of lightning quivering through the instant wires, 
Here— there---a^, at once ; embodying forth 
Its thought-chaiged quiverings in man's written speech. 
Love cannot flee it ; it o'ertakes and stays 
Mischance and Error ; it outspeeds the flight 
Of Guilt, and telegraphs the Law to wait 
And seize him coming ; round the land it bears 
The messages of State,— encouragement, 
Alarm, advice, command, assisting thus 
The Powers of Government. Wonder-working Man ! 
Reverence thyself, O ! Man, and fear to shame 
Thy Godlike nature with debasing sin ! 



WASH THE FEET OF POOR OLD AGE. 

A Litter from Vienna of the 9th ult. says :— << Yesterday their Majes- 
ties, AFTER TAKING THE COMMUNION, ACCORDING TO A PIOUS CUSTOM, WASHED 

the feet of twelve poor aged men, and op the same number op women. 
Amongst the men was one who was 107 years old, and one op the women 
WAS 103. The Emperor conversed for a long time in thIT most affable 

MANNER WITH THESE TWO OLD PEOPLE.^ 

Thou, the King of kingdoms great ! 
Thou, the Consort of his state ! 
Ye have eaten Heavenly food, 
Jesus* body, Jesus' blood ; 
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Hence His holy ivill to do, 
Strength and grace be given to you ! 
Be the pledge of this, ^t crown. 
Sword, and sceptre ye lay down : 
Girt with Jesus' towel be, 
Bow the head and bend ihe knee : 
Best His warfare would ye wage ? 
Wash the feet of poor old Age. 

Sitting twelve and twelve, behold 
Men and women poor and old ; 
Yet their looks are meekly high, 
For "The Twelve" they typify. 
Here the Austrian C»sar bends. 
There his Empress condescends ; 
Yet the honour mild they feel. 
As they bow and as they kneel. 
Washing, as the King of Kings 
(Heaveidiest of His Heavenly things, 
In His earthly pilgrimage) 
Washed the feet of poor old Age. 

Eldest woman, eldest man. 
Far beyond our mortal span. 
Nought in you but dignity 
Can those Boyal children see,-* 
Spirit-ruling temperance keen ; 
God's good keeping; age serene, 
Winning, as the setting day 
Bears the cognate morrow's ray. 
Gleams from lights beyond the grave. 
Lights to beautify and save : 
They with you in speech engage, 
As tiiey wflush the feet of Age. 

Tell the Imperial pair that life, 
Even the calmest, is a strife ; 
Even the longest, is a ispan : 
Pai^ and fear are bom with man. 
Many teans and heavy sighing, 
(Still the sparks are upward flying !) 
All the days that ye have seen, 
Few and evil have they been. 
Harp and truncheon, crook and crown. 
To the dust must all go down. 
Happiest they who, lowly sage, 
W^ the feet of poor old Age I 

Aged people ! ye have seen 
What in days of old has been. 
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Seen the reigns of many kings, 
Seen the ch^ige of many things ; 
Tell that only, finn and sore, 
Does the Word of €h>d endure; 
Only those who place their stay 
In die Word shall stand for aye. 
Emperor ! do what Jesus bid ; 
Peasant ! do what Jesus did : 
Lord of hall or hermitage. 
Wash the feet of poor old Age ! 

The aged folk are rising slow, 
As the Princely Consorts go ; 
Leaning on their staves they rise, 
Peace and love are in their eyes. 
Shakes their hair in thin white slips, 
Murmured blessings move their lips :-^ 
From those Royal heads be hx 
Treason, stratagem, and war ! 
Earthqimke miss them, plague and pain ; 
Quiet honours crown dieir reign ! 
Christ receive them from life's stage, 
^ For they washed the feet of Age ! 

Princes of the earth attend ! 
Nations to the lesson bend ! 
Poverty's a discipline 
From the gracious Hand Divine ; 
To the poor themselves 'tis sent. 
To make them humble and content. 
Training them to wait the skies. 
Where their only treasure lies ; 
To the rich for thought 'tis given, 
Ruth, and love, which fit for Heaven : 
Lust and pride would ye assuage ? 
Wash the feet of poor old Age ! 

England ! God has made thee greats 
For the poor have blessed thy state. 
But what shall now be thy reward. 
Feeding them with fractions hard ? 
Blind groping Age finds crumbs, instead 
Of the old provision of his bread ; 
Shut up £rom friends, in tears he dips 
The morsel trembling to his lips. 
But rise, mild Pity, and rejoice. 
For this is yet our People's voice : — 
Peace may smile, or war may rage. 
We '11 wash the feet of poor old Age. 
Ist May, 1841. 



215 

TO MONT BLANC. 

Blanc ! shall we say yon sun to thee comes down ; 
Or goest thou up to him, formed to aspire 
To his red orb tiiat stains thy snows with fire, 
And bums a thousand clouds to glory for thy crown ? 

Day's lingering blush upon thy brow still shed 
Shall melt to twilight's keen blue effluence, 
Ere, scaling now the glaciers' terrible fence 
!Round thy congealed loins, yon eagle reach thy head. 

Each element of nature truest shines 

Round thee. The white imsteady clouds that stream 

From off thy forehead most ethereal seem. 

And the pale moon that high glazes thy sayage pines. 

Thine, waters great and small of glassiest wave : 

From out thy side the frozen-bearded spring 

Looks with clear eye, like hermit's, glittering. 

Touched by the moon's cold wand ; below pure torrents rave. 

And who shall dare thy awfiil skirts to tread, 
When in the tempest-robe thy form retires, 
Wrought of dark thunder and embroidered fires ? 
And me sharp stars of night are keenest o'er thy head. 

O ! not in vain has God built up thy height. 
Majestic parent of abstracted forms, 
Shaped £rom man's spirit by thy hurrying storms. 
Dread steeps, and silent snows, and cLeamesses of light. 

lives there the man durst bear unto thy crown 

Of chastest cold, where never sun that shone 

Hurt the blue chair of Winter's icy throne. 

Feelings and thoughts impure, as in the thick gross town ? 

The snows of Innocence thy forehead blanch ; 
Black Horror nods upon thy piny steep ; 
And Danger, like a giant half asleep. 
And falling, leans upon thy falling avalanche. 

Scarce has yon eagle reached thy summit hoar, 
Heaven -towering Blanc, with upward steady wing !— - 
I leave thy presence ; but, in wandering, 
1 11 see thee oft a&r o'er sea and circling shore. 
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MY MOTHER'S GRAVE. 

! rise, and sit in sofii; attire ! 
Wait but to know my soul's desire ! 

1 'd call thee back to earthly days, 
To cheer thee in a thousand ways ! 
Ask but this heart for monument, 
And mine shall be a laige content ! 

A crown of brightest stars to thee ! 
How did thy spirit wait for me, 
And nurse tiiy waning light, in faith 
That I would stand 'twixt thee and death ! 
Then tarry on thy bowing shore, 
Till I have asked thy sorrows o'er! 

I came not, and I cry to save 
Thy life from the foigetfid grave 
One day, that I may well declare 
How I have thought of all thy care. 
And love thee more than I have done, 
And make thy days with gladness run. 

I 'd tell thee where my youth has been, 
Of perils past, of glories seen ; 
I 'd tell thee all my youth has done. 
And ask of things to choose and shun. 
And smile at all thy needless fears, 
But bow before thy solemn tears. 

Come, walk with me, and see fair earth. 
And men's glad ways ; and join their mirth ! 
Ah me ! is this a bitter jest ? 
What right have I to break thy rest ? 
Well hast thou done thy worldly task. 
Nothing hast thou of me to ask. 

Men wonder till I pass away^ 
They tlunk not but of useless clay : 
Alas ! for Age, that this should be ! 
But I have other thoughts of thee ; 
And I would wade thy dusty grave, 
To kiss the head I cannot save. 

O ! for life's power, that I might see 
Thy visage swelling to be free ! 
Gome near, O ! burst that earthy cloud. 
And meet me, meet me, lowly bowed ! 
Alas ! in corded stiffiiess pent, 
Darkly I guess thy lineament. 
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t might liare lived, and thou on earth. 
And been to thee like stranger's birth, 
Motiier ; but now that thou art gone, 
I feel as in the world alone : 
The wind that lifts the streaming tree, 
The skies seem cold and strange to me : 

I feel a hand untwist the chain 

Of all thy love, with shivering pain. 

From round my heart : This bosom 's bare, 

And less than wonted life is there. 

Ay, well indeed it may be so ! 

And well for thee my tears may flow! 

Because that I of thee was part. 
Made of the blood-drops of thy heart ; 
My birth I from thy body drew. 
And I upon thy bosom grew ; 
Thy life was set my life upon ; 
And I was thine, and not my own. 

Because I know there is not one 
To think of me as thou hast done. 
From mom till star-light, year by year : 
For me thy smile repaid thy tear ; 
And fears for me, and no reproof. 
When once I dared to stand aloof! 

My punishment, that I was far 
TVTien God unloosed thy weary star ! 
My name was in thy ^aantest breath, 
And I was in thy dream of death ; 
And well I know what raised thy head. 
When came the mourner's muffled tread ! 

Alas ! I cannot tell thee now 
I could not come to hold thy brow. 
And wealth is late, nor aught I 've won 
Were worth to hear thee adl thy son 
In that dark hour when bands remove. 
And none are named but names of love. 

Alas ! for me, I missed that hour ; 
My hands for this shall miss their power ! 
For thee, the sun, and dew, and rain. 
Shall ne'er unbind thy grave again. 
Nor let thee up the light to see, 
Nor let thee up to he with me ! 
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Yet sweet thy rest from care and strife^ 
And many pains that hurt thy life ! 
Turn to thy Godr-and hlame thy son— • 
To give thee more than I have done : 
Thou God, with joy heyond all years, 
Fill up the chaxmels of her tean!— 

Thou car'st not now for soft attire, 
Yet wilt thou hear my soul's desire; 
To earth I dare not call thee more. 
But speak from off thy awful shore : 
O ! ask this heart for monument, 
And mine shall he a large content ! 



NEBUCHADNEZZAR. 

GANTO I. 

CYBii'S DITUUVIEW WITH THE PROPHET EZEKIEL. 

Behold ! to the high hills Ezekiel turns, 
To meet the yifflons ofhis God he buxiis. 
And well the shattered wilderness becomes 
The vehement Prophet that athwart it roams, 
Where rooted trees half hide, but not compose 
To grace the births of Nature's rudest throes, 
Imperfect, difficult, unreconciled : 
Blind moaning carems, rocks abruptly piled 
Below, and herbless black peaks s^lit asunder 
Aloft^ the awful gateway of the thunder, 
Accord they not with lum whose burdened eye 
Sees, through the rent of kingdoms great and high, 
Thidk gleams of wrath divine, whose visions range 
Throu^out the obstructed solitudes ;0f change. 
Whose spirit stumble^ midst the comer-stones 
Of realms diqointed and of broken thrones ? 



As on Ezekiel strode, he saw a maid 
Sit in the vale, and on a harp she played* 
Before her sate upon a rugg^ stone 
A fona of man, with tangled locks o'ergrown, 
Haggard, and dark, and wild; of power and pride, 
A milk-white horse was pawing by his side. 
Near went the Prophet; up that savage man 
Sprung, tossed his hair, and to the mountains ran ; 
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O'er rocks and bushes Ixranding with him went. 
With startled man^ that steed idagnificent. 
The minstrel rose ; when she EzeUel saw, 
She laid her harp aside with modest awe, 
In haste she came to meet him, named his name, 
And prayed his blessing with a reverent claim. 
" Maid, who art thouT 

**Cyra,ofJudahL" 
•* Why dwelling here? And who yon form on high. 
Chased by the mighty horseT 

'^ThoumanofOod, 
Austere thy visions, so is thy abode : 
The stony mountams, where old lions Uve^ 
Dread paths to thee, to thee a dwelling give : 
Not in soft city, not in Im^ly dome 
Thy jealous soid will deign to make thy home; 
So art thou seldom within Babylon's gate. 
And so hast heard not of her Monardi's fote. 
Forth driven by €K>d to wander from his throne. 
Till seven appointed times be o'er him gone ! 
Behold that Eong — him followed by y^m steed. 
Doomed on the hills and in the wilds to feed! 
His head forlorn, in nature's naked eye, 
Is beat by all the changes of the sky; 
He sees me morning star, and tfie wide noon. 
He sees the nightly ordinance of the mbon. 
Sleep seldom his: The wild beast's in its den. 
But through the night must roam Ihe King of men! 
Such was his sore extremity, till F— — 

^ So be abased— ^be stridken-— worse than die," 
Exclaimed the Prophet^ ^ who Jehovah's trust 
Scorning, bow down our Zion to the dust! 
So shall they be: Amazement shall lay bare 
Her enemies souls, and terror, and despair. 
So has it been : Scarce Edom's name remains. 
Soft Syria's loins are wrapped about with pains. 
Tyre, where is she? The old hai^ty crocodile, 
Is he not bridled on the shores of l^ile ? 
On Ammon's head, on Moab's, Jehovah's doom 
Has poured a midnight of unmdted gloom ! 
God is gone fordi ! Abroad His swift storms fly. 
And stnke the mystic birds from out the sky: 
Soar proudly, burnished Inrds of Ninevdi, 
Home to the windows of your gl<»y flee ; 
Ha! broke your wings^ your trodden plumage rots— 
The doves of Ashur He among the pots ! 
For him ! for yonder outcast— wo ! and wo 
Still more to lum who thus has brought her low \^* 
Beneath her branchless palm must Judah sit. 
Her widowed &oe with pens of waow writ. 



\ 
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And round her feet the fetters ! But has he 

Reaped glory hence ? Earth's proud men, come and see ! 

At best a royal brute, he even without 

The majesty of mischief roams about ! 

So let him" 

^' Whekned beneath Jehovah's ban, 
Tis ours to spare the much-enduring man. 
Sore laid on us, his hand crushed down our State ; 
And great the blame, as our oppression great : 
Yea, curse his pride of waiiike youth ; O ! then 
Still let me name him 'midst earth's noblest men. 
But he was bowed, and, prostrate in his change^ 
Followed the wild ox in his boundless range, f 
And ate the grass ; his head was wet with dew ; { 
Like daws his nails, his hair like feathers grew. ) 
But I have helped him through his years of ill. 
And ne'er will leave him, but will love him still. 
Bless him, and curse him not 1" 

With anger shook 
The son of Buad ; tragic waxed his look ; 
With vehement force, as if to meet the storm, 
He wrapped his rugged mantle round his form. 
" Look to me, damsel," cried he : " are not we 
Carried away by our iniquity ? 
Shall then the soft desires of women rule 
Thy spirit still, and make thee play the fool ? 
Because within his silken palaces 
He made thee dwell in love's delicious ease. 
Thou thought'st it good,' and chased him to the hill 
In caves of rocks to play the harlot still ? 
Lord God of Israel ! shall we count it light 
So to be driven £rom Zion's holy height. 
Our princes captives made, our stately men 
Hewn down in battle. Thy dread courts a den ; 
And scorning types without, and rites within 
Of penitence, conform to Heathen sin ; 
No thought of our estate, no sigh for it, 
Degrading even the dust wherein we sit ? 
Happy the slain ones of our people ! blest 
Who fell in Zion's wars, and are at rest ! 
Yea, happy they whose shoulders labour sore. 
With bunlens peeled, or weary with the oar ; 
For so their manly bodies are not broke 
With idle dalliance— slavery's heaviest yoke ! 
Ye tall and goodly youths, your fete is worse. 
Your beauty more than burning is a curse ; 
For ye must stand in palaces, soft slaves 
Of kings — your brethren lie in noble graves !— 
UntU your base shame for your origin 
Beyond your wanton masters make you sin i; 
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For ye upon the moimtains, with desire 
Unholy, looking toward the Hersian fire, 
Eat, not Jehovah-ward, forgetting Him, 
Forgot the gates of old Jerujsalem ! — 
Thou, too, tiiou maid of Judah, wo ! that thou 
Hast lived to be what I must deem thee now ! " 

He ceased. like flames that bum the sacrifice 
With darting points, shone out the yiigin's eyes ; 
Shook her black locks of youth ; drawn back she stood 
Dilating high in her indi^iant mood. 
She seized her harp, she swept the chords along, 
Forth burst a troubled and tumultuous song ; 
Till, purified from anger and from shame, 
Austere, severely solemn it became ; 
Yet dashed with leaping notes, as ^ to tell 
Jehovah mighty for His Israel. 
Soft gleamed the Prophet's eyes ; he knew that strain. 
Heard in the days of Salem's glorious reign. 
When Judah's maids in sacred bands advanced. 
With garlands crowned, and to the timbrel danced. 
And shone through glazing tears young Cyra's eyes, 
Her forehead now uplifted to the skies. 
Her harp she dropped ; her bosom greatly heaved, 
TiU words burst forth and thus her heart relieved z—- 
" Perish the song, the harp, the hand for aye ; 
Die the remembrance of our land away ; 
Ne'er be revived the praises of the Lord 
In the glad days of Zion's courts restored. 

If I " again she sobbed and hid her fiice— 

^' If I have been the child of such disgrace ! 

But, ah ! forgive me, great Ezekiel, 

Thus to be angry I have done not well ; 

For thine the spirit that for Israel's wesd 

Bums with the fires of jealousy and zeal. 

O ! hear thy handmaid now ! for I shall sleep 

In death, ere cease I for yon King to weep. 

In that d^ead night — ^his wars be judged by God !— 

When o'er our walls victoriously he rode. 

He saw me lie amidst the trampled mire, 

That bloody glittered to the midnight fire ; 

Sprung, snatched me from my motiier's dead embrace, . 

Ere the fierce war-steeds trode my in&nt face ; 

Smiled on me ; to his large mailed bosom pressed me ; 

Home took me with him, with his love caressed me. 

There made me dwell, there gave to me a name, 

And to me there a h.ilier all became. 

" Then — ^for my sacred origin I knew— 
Me, yet a child, Jehovah taught to view 
With scorn the Gentiles' sins ; my opening days 
Taught, more than theirs, to love our people's ways. 
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The Monarch smiled : nor sought he to suhdue 
The spirit honoured whence my choice I drew ; 
He gave me Hehrew teachers, them he charged 
To see my childhood with their lore enlarged. 
To compromise not in their captive place, 
But tell Jehovah's doings for our race, 
The ancient glories of our people tell. 
And in his Court like princes made them dwelL 

^ Nor heavier task was mine, than that the King 
A song of gladness made me often sing. 
To cheer his spirit ; for Jehovah vexed him 
With nightly visions, and with dreams perplexed Mm. 
My harp I touched ; when he was cheare^ dien I 
The mournful hymns of our captivity 
Did ne'er forget : magnanimous he smiled, 
And called me playMly an artful child ; 
Then was I bold, my prayer he heard with grace. 
And gravely promised to restore our race. 
Gh>d cast him out ; I followed to the hills 
My more than father, to divide his ills : 
On summits high, and in the wastes his lair, 
I found him strange and brutish in despair ; 
But tried my harp, less savage soon he grew. 
And sofldy followed through the felling dew. 
Caves in yon rock, oiir mountain people there 
Had helped me first his dwelling to prepare ; 
There now less wild the food of men he finds. 
And lies through night unstricken by the winds. 

" In yonder hut a shepherd of our race 
For years has given me an abiding-place. 
His daughters love me as their sister ; they 
My simple service share with me by day. 
To feed the flocks. When men their hibour leave, 
And past is now the milking-time of eve, 
I harp before his cave, down firom the steep 
Comes the wild King and couches him to sleep— 
O ! not to sleep ; with self-accusing blame, 
With madness wrestling, and with fitful shame. 
Sweet psahns I play him then, till in calm wo 
Ides his large heart ; then to our cot I go. 

" By Daniel's wise advice, his battle-steed 
Was brought beside him on the hills to feed ; 
His armour too was brought, before his eyes 
Nightly it gleams, as on ms bed he lies : 
Memorisds these of his heroic days, 
To deeds of men again his soul to raise. 
Remembering hence his glory, more because 
The appointed season to a period draws. 
His heart with reason swells ; his andent men 
Of counsel come to seek him in his den. 
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Taught by affliction, by our €k>d restored, 

Then will he free the people of the Lord. 

^ Joy ! joy for Zion !' let the captives sing. 

Gome tiiou with me, O ! come and bless ti^e wandering King." 

^ Trae child of Judah ! by the Spirit's might 
Drawn to those hills, I wait the visipned night. 
Just is thy gratitude. The God of peace 
Baise up the Kin^, and make our bondage cease ! 
My thought injurious turns to solemn praise ; 
And if thou keep thy sweet UAblemished days 
In Heathen courts, and if thy gentle power 
May for our people haste redemption's hour, 
Prsosed shalt thou be in Israel's borders wide, • 
Yea, praised— be this thy just and awfiil pride-— 
In Heaven where the great Sanctities abide." 

So spake the Seer. Low bowing to be blessed. 
The Jewess knelt ; stooping her head he kissed. 
Then turned away ; wim sobbing joy o'ercome, 
Thus well approved) the viiiglnsQught her home. 

CANTO IL 

THE PLOT OF MEBDAN AND NABSES. 

High rides the summer moon : Away, how slow. 

The lordly waters of Euphrates go4 . 

But see ! a shadowy fpnri from yonder rank 

Of glimmering trees comes o'er tiie open bank* 

Here Narses meets him :-— ^^ Merdan, you are late." 

^^ Admit the toils that on my office wait, 

And say your purpose." 

" Nay 'tis npdnq to hear 
What first you promised to my midnight ear." 
Theii Merdan E^ake:— ^' Our mutual hearts are known, 
Why pau«e we thc» ? Our theme be now the throne, 
Meet we not here on our appointed way, 
To leam £rom Chardes what the planets say, 
Who, nightly standing on his glin^psing towers. 
With piercing ken look$ through the starry hours? 
Not rivals, twins are we in present sway ; 
What then ? 'tis based upon the passing day. 
Can we maintain it ? Merodach is weak : 
His father now those ancient servants seek : 
Reason returns : again he '11 sit on high : 
And with our lives the Prince his own mean life will buy." 

^^ Ha ! yes ; he knows his feebleness has fsdled 
To back our counsels : these shall be assailed : 
The blame of his misrule must we exhaust ; 
And if we live, our power at least is past." 

^^ His faith, nor might, to us can safety bnng : 
Who trusts hun hides his jewel in a sling. 
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In heart he is a parricide, but still 

His weakness fears to jusidfy his will. 

May such be trusted ? Not his innocence ; 

He must be guilty, for our hope is thence. 

Tis ours to goad lum on to such a length, 

That farthest crime alone may seem his strength." 

^^ Say we at once the outcast Monarch slew, 
And crushed our fears?" 

^' Nay, that his son must do ; 
So shall our knowledge of his guilt ensore 
Bribes for our silence, and our rule endure. 
Well then, at once, he must insult his sire. 
That fears for life may perfect his desire. 
And thus complete the parricide. On high. 
Where Tales embosomed in the mountains lie, 
I know a place where comes the desert King 
Each noon his limbs beneath the shade to flmg. 
Beside him feeds his battle-horse, that bore 
His youth triumphant on £rom shore to shore, 
A prince's gift, much loved : Near couched each night, 
Upsprings he neighing with the morning light, 
Awakes his lord, again goes forth with him 
To range the pastures till the twilight dim. 

" Now Pardiian Chud 's our fiiend, adyanced by us 
To keep the royal hounds, he '11 help us thus :— 
His tiger-dogs, from India's northern woods. 
Fell mountain-climbers, gloiying in the floods. 
Three previous days shall hunger, till arise 
Their bristly necks, and bum tiieir lamping eyes ; 
Then shall our Monarch hunt ; they, funine-clung. 
Shall sweep the barren hills with lolling tongue. 
Where no prey is, led thither on pretence 
That there 'twas seen — ^it since has wandered thence. 
Chud then, instructed, shall his Sovereign lure 
To nearer hills, as if it there were sure ; 
And in the noon shall he his beagles lead 
To where the wild King loiters with his steed. 
Behold them started ! Bush the kindled pack ; 
Not even unfeigned restraint could keep them back. 
So fiercely hunger pricks their headlong way. 
Against their instinct on the unwonted prey. 
Onward they drive : At once, perhaps — ^'tis well — 
The Ox-King fells before their crowding yell ; 
Nor bone, nor scalp, the bloody grass alone 
Next moment tells our fears with him are gone. 
If Chud from royal game can them restrain, 
At least on Zublon shall they go amain; 
Or fells the horse, or flees but soon to fell. 
The mad King sees his son^-^has seen it alL 
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That son away pursues the storm of chase, 
And ne'er again dares see his father's &ce. 
What must he do ? The rest has been explained : 
His sire must die : Our place is thus maintained." 

^^ This more : Our Kins, when Princei with bold desire 
Loved Gjra, heedless of his angry sire. 
When Heaven's decree against the latter sped, 
The Hebrew damsel £rom the Palace fled. 
But I have learned her haunt ; fiur in the wild 
She dwells, a Jewish hind's adopted child. 
The embruted Monarch near ; for her's the praise 
To love, to tend him through his humbled days. 
So let this maid be carried from her place. 
Say on the night of our appointed chase ; 
Then, for I know our Sovereign loves her still. 
Shall she become the creature of his wilL 
Then, in his hours of hope unfilial 
And mingled fear, shall we declare her thrall- 
Thus from the service of his &iher gained 
By force, and in his Palace thus detained. 
So shall he feel again that father wronged ; 
And dare be bold, to have his life prolonged." 

^' Our scheme is doubly one, how wisely blent ! 
It but remains to push it to the event. 
This be in haste, for Persia's menaced war 
Against us hangs upon the east a&r. 
The issue ? Good our plan in any case. 
But now our Eling has leisure for the chase." 

^' Behold ! the first faint shoots of morning light 
Breathe upward through the shadowy cone of night, 
Sickening the eastern stars : 'Tis now the time^ 
Old Chardes waits us on his watch sublime ; 
From him the signs celestial shall we know, 
Shape further plmis, and onward safely go." 

CANTO III. 

THE HUNT. 

Before her cavern stands at eventide 
Cyra, her harp clear glittering by her side ; 
Now for the King she looks far east away. 
And now she turns unto the setting day ; 
She vails her dazzled face, her garments shine 
With molten gold, like angel robes divine, 
Touched by the sun, as large he stoops to rest 
Beyond the Assyrian kingdoms in the west 
Eastward again she looked ; she cleared her eye— 
Ha ! yes, she sees come o'er yon mountsdn high 
A courser white ; swift dogs are on his rear ; 
Upcoming hunters on the hill appear. 

©2 
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CanthatbeZublon? From the mountain faib 

The chase now swallowed by the nearer Tales^ 

Perplexed and wide; again it comes in s^ht, 

And lo! 'tis Zubkm sose that leads the fl^t. 

He takes the river, stems it with disdain^ 

Paws tiie near shofe, forih springs^ comes on amain. 

The yielding dogs float down aihwart the flood. 

Swarm on &e bank, renew their yells for blood. 

Regain thor ixlack ; iiiexteicable, dtese, 

With crowding hefds they wedge tiieir way intense. 

la fear majestie on the charger drew ; 

White doncb of smoke his see^iing nostrils blew ; 

Now streamed his tail on high, now swept the plain ; 

Abroad were driTcn the terrors of his mane. 

He toiled, he strained,, he neared the well-known maid. 

He saw lus rock, turning he proudly ne^hed, 

Went reeking past, and rushed into hu cave; 

And Cyra ran the gallant horse to saYe« 

Quick dipped in oi^ and lit, in ather hand. 

Of gummy pine she bore a waving brand, 

Foilh held them, hasted to the entrance back. 

There met the brindled leaders of the pack, 

Scordied thehr dry tongues^ and blinded them with fire. 

And still she kept them back, stiU forced them to retire. 

One minute more ! impelled by crowding power 

And hungry rage,. the damsel ^eyll devour. 

Great Ood of liove ! that moment to the den 

With axes came a eon^any of men. 

Who on the mountains fell the stately taiees ; 

Homeward returning, on the evening breeze 

They beard the tumult^ ran, and joyed to bring 

Swift aid to her, the handmaid of tibeir King. 

Close banded now within the entrance, they 

With brands and axes kept the kounds at bay. 

Smote down the foremost that with tusky ire. 

High fretted necks and boiliiig eyes of fire. 

Game leaping headlong in their lust of food. 

And parched desire to dip tiieir mouths in blood ; 

Till Ghud the hunter came with smarting thong. 

And down the mountain lashed the yellmg throng. 

CANTO IV. 

Nebuchadnezzar's cave. 

The lovely moon came up the east, and shone 

Sweedy above the bills of Babylon ; 

And forth young Oym wandered by her Hght, 

And wet her sandals in die dews of night. 

Oft pausing die to strike her harp's dear siaing. 

Through the still .val^ to lure the homeward King. 



NEBUCHADNEZZAR. 227 

Long hours she roamed, but ne'er her wild lord came ; 

The keener heavens breathed chilly through her frame ; 

Then back she Aowly went, and, to divide 

The lonely hours, her scented fire supplied. 

Nor yet, her hope though fainting, did she leave 

Undone the filial duty of each eve ; 

But mixed his bowls of milk and tempered wine, 

With drops infused, the pith of flowers divine, 

In gende wisdom that their heeding dew 

In nightly sleep his spirit might renew. 

n. \ : / ' 
A foot, a shadow came, uprose the maid; 
Tis he !-**fdrward die q»rings-Hus she a£niid ?— - 
Awed she draws back, She stands in mute 4surprise, 
To see that sol^nn light within his eyes— 
The strict concentred check^-the luad reins 
Of reason, ruler o'er ecstatic pains. 
With silent love on Gyra long he gazed^ 
Till came some quick sense of his life abased; 
Gleamed his proud tears ; into his cave's recess 
He turned away in his sublime distress. 
As in pale Hades, 'midst dim-visioned things. 
Stalk me proud shadows of forgotten kings. 

ni. 

Her lamp the maid replenidied with ihe oil 

Of fragrant trees, to work a pleasing toil 

Of ne^e-woi^ Too^ad for this, she stood 

Entranced, till starded by a groaa subdued. 

Noiseless her footsteps as the falling snows, 

With shaded lamp unto ihe King she goes ; 

Lets fiJl the shifting light by mUd degree 

Till now the features of her lord she sees. 

He sleeps, ^et brokenly ; those snkzy gleams 

Betray a spirit toiling in: his dreams, . 

Forth Gyra hastes, but soon .she reappears 

With mingled balms ; vrath these, and with her tears 

That dropped the while, she. washed those dews away 

From off his forehead, till refredied he lay; 

Then kissed his cheek, and with a^daughter's care 

Arranged the wild heaps of his raven hair; 

And strewed the opiate herbs around his head. 

Their healing virtue on his soul to shed; 

And oft withdrew, yet oft came back again, 

Till dear he lay fix)m every print of pain. 

IV. 

Then sate the maid, unrolling, white as milk, 
Down from her knee a web of Pendan oik, 
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Flowered by her needl«, as her shaping mind 
Thereon the King's young conquests had designed,— 
From Nile yictonous to the glimmering North, 
Whose pictured form with keys of ice camo forth ; 
O'er Tyre triumphant, o'er Damascus, o'er 
Great kingdoms eastward to the Indian shore : 
All here portrayed in gloiy^d in gloom. 
Rich as the work of an enchanted loom. 
Her heart a silent covenant had made. 
The finished gift before him should be laid 
That solemn day, when he should leave that den, 
Raised up by God again to govern men ; 
That to his heart, his humbled sense, his awe 
Of Him who ruled him with a wondrous law— 
His fear from this — ^his joy, redeemed — ^his thought 
Of her who loved him, and that picture wrought, 
A lasting great memonal it might be. 
That Zions captives He was bound to free. 
His reason gomes, her half-wrought cloth demands 
The sleeplesis haste of her unwearied hands. 



Forth came the King ; his worn and awful face. 

On Gyra bent, began to melt apace 

To gleams — ^how tender I farther still subdued 

To mingled tears of more than gratitude. 

Stung by some fierce remembrance, fiercely changed. 

With sudden strides throughout the cave he ranged ; 

Like toil-caught lion of his prey bereaved. 

The mighty buckles of his bosom heaved ; 

Wild flew his locks ; and darkness o'er bis fiice 

Settled, like night upon the desert place. 

But trembhng came : he knelt with humbled brow. 

Solemn as when the ancient forests bow. 

Smote by the cardinal winds : — " I know Thee well," 

Uprising, said he, ^' God of Israel ! 

The bright stars are the dust beneath Thy feet ! 

Vast ages dim not Thine essential seat ! 

Yet these permitted eyes, did they not see 

Thy Glory in the fiirnace with the Three ? 

An effluence, like a globe of crystal air. 

Was round about them : scathdess was their hair. 

Beyond, the red and roaring haze but shewed 

More beautiful these children of their God. 

A Fourth was with them : glowing were His feet 

As iron drawn from out the boiHng heat ! 

Was it not Thou ? Brightness was Thy attire, 

Mild walking with them on the stones of fire ! 

Under Thy dread permission, in Thy sight 

I rise a King ; but I will reign aright 
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Though greatly wronged, to-day though galled my pride, 

Yet to my heart shall yengeance be denied. 

Yea, by their insults of this day extreme. 

My foes haye chased my madness like a dream. 

Their's no excuse ; yet, by Thy grace upraised. 

To me Thy mercy shall by mine be prmsed : 

For I am humbled ; ne'er shall be forgot 

Thy power, that curbed me down to such a lot 

O ! hear me now for her, this precious child. 

More than my daughter on the mountains wild ! 

For me her dear eyes feint : Great God of Heayen, 

Be health, be gladbiess to my Cyra giyen ! 

Let her but liye, that I to her may proye 

At least a fether for her boundless loye T 

He ceased. Young reyerence her eyes abased ; 
With trembling joy a cup to him she raised. 
He took the cup, with murmured loye he blessed 
The yirgin, drank, retired, and lay at rest ; 
For she had spiced it with the soyereign flowers 
Of sleep, to soothe him through the midnight hours. 

VI. 

There sits young Cyra ! As her work is sped, 

Wayes the redundant glory of her head, 

Her dark and heayy locks. O ! more than wife ! 

O ! bold and layish of thy generous life 

For him, thy lord ! What though, by cares subdued. 

Pale is tiiy cheek, O ! yiigin greatly good, 

All feir art thou as the accomplished eye, 

Whose finished glories not a wish can leaye ; 

Yea, more than eye consummate, as her skies 

Where lurk the cognate morrow's glorious dyes : 

So wears thy youth still promise, still when won 

The perfect grace of eyery duty done ! 

Yea, who can see thee in this holy hour, 

Nor deem thee guarded by supernal power? 

Nor deem he sees, of Watchers here diyine, 

Incessant gleams around this cayem shine ? 

Light speed thy task, young Cyra ; happy be. 

Here angel wings are yisitant for tiiee! 

But hush ! but hark ! ha ! see— a stealthy shape ! 

A second, third ! — O ! how may she escape ? 

She starts — she's seized — she struggles — shrieks for aid. 

La yain ; the King in charmed sleep is laid. 

Masked forms around her throng, with many a foot 

The emblazoned web of beauty they pollute. 

Eyen Zublon's help she crayes in her dismay ; 

But yielding, fainting, she is borne away. 
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CANTO V. 

THE BATTLB. 

Upsprings the sun on his unwearied way, 

And from his forehead giyes the flaming day. 

Long eastward looks, from off his terrace high, 

The King Chaldean with an anxious eye, 

Troubled his brow ; for lo ! afar descried 

Comes on the Persian war sun-glorified, 

To quell his throne. His nearer yiew commands 

The embattled might of Babylonian lands, 

In gorgeous ferment From the city pour 

Fresh hosts continuous through the impatient hour : 

Their jostling chariots leap ; Sie tide runs high 

With all the pomp of flowing chivalry, 

Arabian camels, and Nisasan steeds 

Bearing a proyinoe of auxiliar Medes. 

Onwaixl they scour ; for westward o'er the plain 

The flowa: of Persian kingdoms draws its train. 

From where its world of waters Indus brings 

To Ocean, upwards by his hoary springs, 

To where the Tartar's winking hoides look forth 

Over the snowy baaticms of the Nortb-<- 

An army great and terrible : Earth seems 

To be on Sre beneath their brazen gleams. 

Ji. 

Near waxed the fronting lines ; intensely keen 
They paused : stem was the silence them between. 
Loud blew the Parsian trumpets, wide the heayen 
By one great shout from all their hosts was riyen. 
Chaldea answered on the west. At once 
The Immortal Band of Persia's youth advance, 
Flanked by a cloudy stir on either side, 
Of swarming horse and archers opening wide. 
Came o'er each army, darkening like a shroud. 
The crossing texture of the arrowy doud. 
Beneath, the vans were locked together grim, 
Were interfused the battle's ridges dim, 
There opening, dodng here, till form gave way, 
Forgot ike imposing beauty pf array. 

How gazed the King, intensely forward bowed. 
As thick and thicker grew the battle-cloud. 
Still darker waxed, now broke in lightened seams, 
Again devoured the momentary gleams ! 
Forth rushed a western wind, backward it rolled 
The heavy battle's slow uplifted fold. 
O ! beauty terrible ! he saw afiEu: 
The sultry ridges of the heaving war. 
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Saw down long avenues of disarray 

The harsh-s^thed chariots mow dieir leyelled way. 

Twas douhtml long, but now the struggle pressed 

With weight slow-whelming, gaining on the west ; 

Far back are swayed the w^e Chaldean swarms. 

They bow, they faint before the Perskin arms. 

But hark ! a mighty trumpet in the west ! 

But lo ! a warrior for the combat dressed 

In mail refulgent, on a milk-white steed, 

Comes dashing east with earth-^erouring speed ! 

Started the Prince, pale grew his forehe^, shook 

His knees, as stood he still constrained to look ; 

For, ha ! his fiitheii^s form that diampion shewed. 

And plunging deep into the battle rode. 

Far wayed Im sway, stemmed the Chaldean rout, 

And changed their terror to a mighty shout. 

By thousand thousands on the turrets thronged, 

Aiid lofty walls of Babylon prol<Higed. 

A sultrier ferment stirred the field : a band 

Thickened behind that arm of high command. 

As onward, eastward, with the whirlpool's might. 

It sucked tiie^ refiux of the scattered fight ; 

Till, with its full concentrated attack, 

It bore the centre of the Persians back. 

Nor this alone: in shouldered masses wide 

Their yan was deared away on either side. 

And deep was pushed that column unwithstood. 

And aye that waste collata»l was renewed. 

Till eastward far the Babyl<niian host 

More than regained tiie ground which they had lost. 

Then reeled ^e Perdan power ; it wayered, broke. 

Was forced^ was whelmed in one commingled shock. 

Their camels fled, their Indian archers ceased. 

Their chariots rolled away into the east ; 

Far driven their host, consumed, like stubble sere 

Wide fired when witiiering east winds dose the year. 

The Prince his chamber sought ; and bade with speed 
Narses and Merdan come, his counsellors of need. 
They came. " We task you not," he cried, "to say. 
Not ^en to guess that Victor of tiiis day. 
Slaves ! slaves ! we '11 hear you not. This night at least, 
This one night more, we'll be a king and feast. 
Our Palace guards be doubled^ Then when we 
Are flown with cups, and filled with midnight glee. 
Be Cyra brought ; we'll make her drink 6Ld wine. 
Her heart to warm, to make her beauty shine : 
Long have we loved her ; and, by Bel above ! 
Ere mom shall we be happy in her love." 
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CANTO VI. 

THE BANQUET. 

Come to the Banquet ! Lift your dazzled e jes, 
Survey the glory that before you lies ! 
Far down yon ayenue of feinting light, 
The dim dance swims away upon the sight. 
Behold the central feast ! Behold the wine 
Around in brimming undulations shine, 
As shakes the joyous board ! There Beauty sips 
The purple glimmer with her murmuring lips ; 
For there the rose-crowned concubines are set. 
For there the nymphs of Babylon are met, 
Each one a princess : Their illumined eyes 
Olitter with laughter, glance with coy surprise ; 
And aye the love-sick dulcimer is played, 
Till fsimily languishes each melting maid. 
Here peaceful satraps quaff; with lofty breast 
Built out with gladness, sits each courtly guest : 
Has not this day secured to them the right 
From victory to extend the festive night ? 
And then their King is near ! But mark him there ! 
Scarce seems that downcast eye the bliss to share. 
Fear queUs his heart : Each bowl, each golden cup 
With blood, for wine, to him seems wellmg up. 
Smote by the light of that branched candlestick : 
These Holy Vessels well may make him aick, 
Tom from Jehovah's Courts with impious hands. 
To light the unhallowed feasts of Heathen lands. 
Hark ! heard ye nought ? Restless the Monarch sate. 
And seemed to listen to some coming fate. 
Some sound abrupt ; as if that steed of white 
Should burst upon diem, stamping in his might 

n. 

But see young Cyra brought by eunuch slaves, 
Pale, pale as are the dead witlun their graves, 
Yet beautiful, in vestments flowered and &ir, 
With hasty garlands in her raven hair. 
Pleased are 3ie nobles of the banquet, round 
Soft murmurs tell the favour she has found. 
'Ckunst scorn and wrong her heart had high defence ; 
Approval quelled her glowing innocence. 
And Cyra tore the roses Irom her head. 
In trembling haste her Jewish vail to i^ed. 
It was not there ; but nature there supplied 
More than the wimple of a regal bride. 
How lovelier far ! Her eager hand unbound 
Her hair di^evelled ; &r it fell around 
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Her comely form, black as the ancient Night, 
And Tailed the virgin from that insolent light 

Entranced in love, forgetting every fear, 
And flushed with wine, the reeling Prince drew near. 
*' Thou chosen flower of Jewry, why so pale V 
He cried. " Nay, look from out that envious vail. 
Give me thy soft hand, come drink wine with me. 
Cling to my love, my bosom's jewel be !" 

Back Cyra stejpped, her tresses back she threw ; 
Their wavy beauty o'er her shoulders flew. 
But burned her eye intense, as far it looked, 
Nor check of terror intermediate brooked ; 
For in a moment the prophetic might, 
God-given, was her's, the seer's awful sight. 
Pale, fixedly rapt, concentrated, entranced 
She stood, one arm outstretched, one foot advanced ; 
Nor moved that foot, nor fell that arm disturbed. 
Not for a moment was her fer glance curbed. 
As from her lips, o'erruled with Heavenly flame, 
The impetuous words that told the vision came :— - 
*' Cling to thy love ? I see a haughtier bride 
Sent down from Heaven to dasp thy wedded side ! 
O! more than power, than majesty she brings. 
Drawn from the loins of old anointed Kings, 
To be her dower ! Destruction is her name, 
With terror crowned, with sorrow and with shame! 
Her eyes of ravishment shall bum thee up ! 
And Babylon shall drink her mingled cup ! 
Weary tlune idol-gods, old Babylon ; 
Yet tremble, tremble for thy glory gone ! 
City of waters ! not o'erflowing thee. 
Thy boasted streams shall yet thy ruin be ! 
Look to thy rivers ! Shod with crusted blood. 
The Persian mule — I see him on thy flood 
Walk with dry hoof! Ha ! in thy hour of trust, 
He stamps thy golden palaces to dust. 
Which dims the bold winds of the wilderness 
One hour — ^Then, where art thou ? And who shall guess 
Thy pomp ? its place, even ? Let the bittern harsh 
Give quaking answer from her sidlen marsh ; 
From drier Imunts, where desolate creatures dwell, 
Let tell the satyr, let the dragon tell !" 

She ceased, she clasped her hands, nor yet withdrew 
Her eye concentred in its piercing view. 
" Nay," said the King, " it ill befits those lips 
To talk of kingdoms' and of thrones' eclipse ! 
Rein now the lovely madness of those eyes. 
And see the bliss that near before thee ties. 
Thy harp ? 'Twas brought with thee from out the cave." 
—The Monarch nodded to a waiting slave, 

e2 
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The harp was brought — ^^ Now, strike one nuptual strain 
Of those that graced thy wisest Sovereign's reign : 
Sing a glad song of Solomon." She took 
Her haq» inviolate, as with scorn she shook ; 
Forth in fierce hursts her holj quarrel leapt 
'Gainst Zion's mockers, as the chords she swept. 
" Nay," cried the Prince, and interposed his hand, 
** Sweet Fury, stay ; thy harp must be more bland. 
Give us,—- we 11 teach ihee." Back in sacred pride 
The Jewess shrunk. " It shall not be !" she cried. 
** Our people's woes — Oh ! Jacob's (Jod, how long ?— 
Have filled these chords with many a mournful song. 
Have sanctified them thus. Yea, for thy King, 
Thy j&ther, too, how oft has ihriUed each string. 
To soothe him in the lonely wilderness^ 
By thee forgotten in his sore distress ! 
But I did ne'er forget him ! Thou bad son. 
My harp were tainted, touched by such a one. 
Ungrateful, daring in voluptuous rest. 
In 9ie flowered garments of thy women dressed, 
To shame the throne of such a father; yea. 
With dogs of chase to vex him in thy play ! 
Ne'er shall thy finger touch one hallowed wire V 
Mighty beyond herself, in holy ire 
She burst the chords, her harp asunder tore. 
And wildly strewed the fragments on the floor. 
In fast revulsion kneeling down she prayed 
With trembling fervour to her God for aid. 
Loud blew a trump : Up quickly did she spring. 
" Hence to my chamber with her !" cried the iSng. 
Slaves seized the maid ; she shrieked ; with effort strong, 
O ! minutes, moments could she but prolong ! 
Hark! i^outs and clashing swords ! — ^' Help, God, ere I 

Must" ^is she saved ? The doors wide bursting fly ; 

He comes sublime — ^'tis he! the King restored ! 

Faces and forms of war dread thronging guard their lord. 

in. 

Dark stood the Warrior-King ; his head was bare ; 
His nostril quivered, scorn and wrath were there ; 
Hot was his glancing brow ; his eyes below 
Were like the lightnings running to and firo. 

But ha ! to meet him, Merdan, Narses spring :-~ 
^ Those guards are faithless : Shadl this madman King 
Destroy us all ?" With simultaneous start, 
Each aimed a poniard at his Sovereign's hear^. 
But waiy, he forestalled the double thrust ; 
Shrunk ; wheeling round, hewed Narses to the dust. 
Who missed his aim : Nor Merdan's took effect. 
But glanced from off him, by his corslet checked ; 
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And, ere the traitor could his blow repeat, 
With severed neck he lay at Narses' feet, 
With gnashing teeth the bloody carpet tore, 
His hmids convulsiYe beating on the floor. 

IV. 

Dread paused the Potentate, and waved his hand ; 

He looked around, he saw his C jra stand ; 

The grasp of slaves is on her shoulder still. 

As yet they wait thdr office to fulfil, 

^^ Off, menial dogs T he cried with vehemence, 

And withered up their spirits with his glance ; 

Down drop their hands, half stumbling they retreat. 

But Cyra rushed and fsonted at his feet 

He ra^ed her, called his eunuchs, bade them bring 

In haste sweet scents and water from the spring ; 

Till, soon revived, she leant upon his hand, 

As sternly sad those revellers he scanned. 

From the £u: halls the pomp had shrunk away, 

A dreary silence there affiighted lay. 

Here sullen stood the superseded King, 

With prostrate heads around him in a ring. 

The Sovereign turned, and called with brief command 

His guards ; they come, submissively they stand :— . 

^' Guards, seize that slave imperial — ^yea, my son ; 

To ward with him : strict justice shall be done ; 

We '11 sift and search his Regency : Away ! 

Wait further orders at the dawn of day." 

Then came the ancient servants of their lord. 

And ^thful watch was to the Court restored. 

Forth leading Cyra slow, the Monarch stayed 

With arm paternal the much-trembling maid. 

CANTO vn. 

THE DEATH OF CYRA. 

^^ Majestic child of gratitude ! this hour 
I bid thee ask not half my realm for dower : 
I dare not mock thy pure young soul ; but say 
How shall I honour — ^nought can thee repay V 
Thus spake the King to Cyra, as she stood 
Before him trembling and with eyes subdued. 
" Why tremble, child ? UpKffc to me the face 
That met me first with smiles^of infant grace, 
Then when I saw it lie, a priceless gem 
Shining in blood, a 11 pleased, upturned to them 
That trode around thee, and had scorned to bow 
To save from crushing hoofs thy radiant brow. 
I saw, O God ! thy bloody hands in play 
Grasp at the fetlocks in their perilous way ; 
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I seized thee up, around my neck were thrown 
Thy little arms, and thou hecam'st mine own. 
With pride I reigned in youth : In those high days 
Thy harp was filled with Zion s sorrowing lays : 
Yea, yet a child, sweet wisdom was thy dower ; 
Thou saw'st my pride, and sang'st Jehovah's power. 
Who for His people stretched His darkened hand. 
And droye down wonders o'er the Egyptian land : 
The green curled heaps of the curhed sea for them 
The swift pursuing hosts of Pharaoh stem, 
Heaved on them, whelming them ; His Israel 
O'er lands of drought and deserts terrible 
He bore ; before them went His doud by day, 
By night His fiery pillar led the way : 
Such was thy anthem, such the argument, 
That I might fear, for Judah might relent. 
Dark dreams came o'er me ; thy sweet soul refrained 
From plaintiye hymns, that I might not be pained : 

! more than generous, dehcately just 
To sorrow wert thou when I lay in dust ! 
But I am raised to reason's aw^ peace ; 
And ne'er to tell thy goodness will I cease. 
With songs the gifted bards of Babylon, 

With harps peculiar, shall thy praise make known. 
Aloft a golden tablet shall declare, 
In grateftd lines, for me thy wondrous care, 
Reared on those mountains : Thee all lands shall know. 
And in thy presence queens shall softly go." 
With tears of gratitude the virgin kissed 
The Monarch's hand, low kneeling to be blessed. 
" Be just," she rising said, " be more than kind 
To me ; let Zion's sufferings touch thy mind ! 
Build up her walls, her Temple ! Let thy hand 
Shield back our people to their ancient land ! 
Would that the days were come, O ! would they were, 
When old, old men again shall be in her, 
Again forth leaning on their staves shall meet 
With cheerftil voices in each sunny street. 
Shall count her towers, her later glories shew, 
Shall tell the praise of one exalted foe I 
Think not of me, my young life 's waning fast, 

1 feel it here : I 've loved thee through the past ; 
And now my King, dear father ! in my hour 
Of death I 'U claim of thee a daughter's dower : 
Thou shalt not then evade my last command. 
To take my young bones to my own far land. 
Thy love alone firom tears has kept me firee, 
When oft I 've longed my mother s home to see : 
Ne'er shall I see it ; but I '11 make thee swear 
To take my body hence, and lay it there. 
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And wilt thou not, as in thy days of need 

I Ve loved thee much ? Thou wilt, thou wilt indeed ! " 

^' I will not look ; I '11 hear thee not ; nor speak, 
As if mj Cjra were so faint and sick ! 
Cold winds indeed have hurt thee in that den ; 
But fear not, God will make thee well again. 
1 11 talk of hope : 'Twere more to me than power. 
To haye thee near me to my latest hour ; 
Yet thee to honour, to myself severe, 
I '11 haste to set thee in a loftier sphere. 
The prophet Daniel shares my council-hoard. 
Young, heauteous, wise, accepted of the Lord ; 
Say, couldst thou love him ? 'Twere a joy to me, 
In raising him esteemed, to honour thee. 
Then for his sake, for thine, would I restore 
Thy people, make Jerusalem as before. 
Make Daniel king ; his spousal queen be thou. 
And round to thee I '11 make the kingdoms bow." ' ^ 

" No, no ! " she cried, and pressed her face, to hide 
Her tears ; but still they through betwixt her fingers slide. 
One hand the Monarch took — he felt her start — 
With gentle force he drew it to his heart : — 

" Come, then, sweet child " 

" Restore, restore our race ; 
But let me die beholding still thy face ! 

! send me not away ! I will not go ! 

1 cannot leave thee, for I love thee so ! 

Forgive me, Abraham's God ! " She said, and grasped 
And to her bosom passionately clasped 
His knees, and sunk : One quick convulsive thrill 
Throughout her body passed, and all was still. 

n. 

He raised her up — Oh ! terror ! Oh ! despair ! 

He pressed her heart — no pulse is stirring there. 

Borne to a couch, he held that lovely head, 

And gazed upon her in his silent dread ; 

By her unheeded now : No more she sees 

Her father and her king — O ! more to her than these ! 

He started, called his slaves ; but vain the aid 

Of man, he closed the eyelids of the maid. 

Then seized her lifeless hand : low bowing there, 

He hid his face among her long black hair ; 

There lay through night, all silent in his woes, 

And rose not up untU the sun arose. 

CANTO VIII. 

THE END OF NEBUCHADNEZZAR. 

At mom the King arose : He bade be sought 
Embalmers taught in Egypt ; they were brought. 
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With Unen pure aad eottlj ganM ihej dn 
That lirpn bod j §ar the gniTe s hag lesL 

n. 

Within an vfotj coflin Ojia laj ; 
Odoroas lamps around her ni^t and daj 
Burned, rinmng on her with a sweet dim h^it ; 
And there the Monarch fed his sooowing si^it. 

Yet oft retired he, as he gaye his kore 
To Salem's princes o'er the maid to griere. 
Ezekiel hemd and came ; by Danid s side 
Walking, the Brethren in the fnmace tried 
Came Uio ; they stood aroond their dao^tcr dead. 
And lowlj bowed was each majestic head. 
Then communed diey of Jodah's earlier day. 
Her prophet's irinon, and her poet's lay. 
Her judges, priests, her mighty men who fought 
Jehoyah s battles, and deliyerance wroug^ ; 
Forgetting not those women £uned of <^d. 
For deeds beyond a woman's blood made bold. 
Of Cyxa then they spake, great was their praise 
Of her endeayour Zion to upraise. 
Then bowing down, when they had ceased to q»eak. 
The son of Buzi kissed the yiigin's cheek, 
Weeping the while. Forth from the place th^ go^ 
Back comes the King in his peculiar wo. 

Long years— eyen till his death — ^his heart would there 
Haye kept her ; but he rose from his despair ; 
Recalled her wish ; and, greatly self-denied. 
Ordained her body should not there abide, 
But to Judea^Hsuch her last command — 
Should go, should lie within her &ther s land. 

Just to the dear departed one, he bade 
Be chariots yoked, and horsemen swift arrayed 
At mom, a goodly escort, to convey 
The honoured dead from Babylon away. 
And in the tombs of Judah's princely race 
Shall gentle Cyra haye her bunal-^lace : 
Whatever her birth, a praise with her she brmgs 
More than the blood of many throned kings. 

They come! they take her thence ! Silent, aloof. 
Stood the ffreat King ; then sought his Palace roof, 
And saw that conyoy darkly haste away 
Towards Judah's land, beneath the western day. 
Soft music mourned the while. On turrets stood. 
On roofs and walls, the city's multitude, 
All westward looking ; thousand thousands laid 
Their foreheads low for Cyra, honoured maid. 
As for the King, he tore his straitened yest, 
To ease the swelling trouble of his breast ; 
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And watched that sable troop, till from his eyes, 
Far fused to mist, the swimming yision dies. 

III. 

Down walked the grief-struck Bang ; but yet put on 
A goyemed wo, and sate upon his throne : 
His laws renewed, the glories of his State 
Arranged, with god-like majesty he sate. 

IV. 

Remembering (hen his pledge by Cyra won. 

To raise her people up, the King bade this be done. 

But grief for her aheady had subdued 

His heart, relapsing to its mournful mood. 

Quick drooped his life : the same revolying year 

Saw Cyra £e, and him upon his bier. 

And captiye Zion was forgot, and wept 

The Other's promise by the son unkept. 



A FATHER^S CURSE: 

A DREAM, 

IN FOUR VISIONS. 
VISION FIRST. 

A widowed father from the holy fount 

Of Christian sprinkling bore his first-bom babe 

Through the autumnal noon, whose rich warmth lay 

With fervid glistering on the glossy leaves 

Of the young oaks through which he homeward passed. 

And aye his restless hand 
Arranged the garment in a lighter fold 
To overshade that breathing fece upturned. 
Yet let it freely drink the vital air. 
And oft scarce walked he in his gaze intent. 

That fed on his boy's face. 

Come out of his own loins, 

Formed in the painful side 
Of a dear mother — gone to barren dust. 
O ! the wet violets of those sleeping eyes. 
That glisten through their silky-fringed lids ! 
Look to that dimpled smile ! Look to those gums 
That sweetly laugh ! His little features change, 
To fear now feshioned in his baby dreams : 
With many a kiss and many a murmured word. 
Fain would that &ther chase away the shadow ! 
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THE VISION CONTINUED. 

The Sabbath sun, 
Golden, "svent down the western afternoon. 
His sloping beam, mingled with coloured motes, 
Came through the leafy checkered lattice in, 
Passing into a little bed of peace, 
Where lay, in yestments white of innocence. 
That child of many tows ; no ruder sound 
Than chirp of londy sparrow in the thatch. 
Or fluttering wing of butterfly that beat 
The sunny pane, to break his slumber calm. 
Before him knelt, in that mild solemn light, 
The guardian parent praying for his boy, — 
That God woidd give a trusting father power 
To feed his young heart with the bread of life. 
To bind his bold and flushing blood of youth 
Within the sealed clasps of strict example. 
With honour fenced, whose keen prismatic sense 
Resolves the slightest borders of offence ; 

That he might be a man 'midst men ; 
His Christian being swelling still through all, ' 
Wrestling with evil powers, prevailing still. 
Through Him our wondrous Captain &om above, 
Whose shield was patience, and whose spear was love ; 

That, when earth's days are done. 
Escaped that doleful House whose dark foundations 
Lie in the wrath of the Lord God of Hosts, 
His life might pass into the Heavens of Christ, 
Where crowns He puts upon His sainted ones, 
And with salvation beautifies the meek : 

Amen ! So let it be ! 

VISION SECOND, 

The warm and rainy sunshine 
Flushed o'er the green earth with its dewy light. 
A rainbow coloured on the watery east ; 
One horn descending on a snow-white flock 
Of lambs at rest upon a sleek hill -side, 
The other showered its sa£Bron and its blue 
Down on a band of young girls in the vale. 
Tossing their ringlets in their linked dance, 
Laughing and wmking to the glimmering sheen : 
Through them and over them the glory fell. 
Into the emerald meadow bending inwards. 

Beneath its arch. 
Of beauty built, of promise, and of safety, 
I saw that father as a woodman go. 
Behind him widely ran his little son, 
A misty line pursuing him on through 
The valley that lay glistening firesh and broad. 
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They reached a woody gallery of hills, 

And there that father felled tilie lofty trees, 

Whose rustliiig leaves shook down their twinkling drops, 

Wetting his dear axe, glittering in the sun. 

Perversely sate aloof, and turned away, 

Nor grat&ed his parent with attention 

To what he did, with questions all between. 

That boy among the ferns, intently fixed. 

His bright locks sleeping on his bloomy head. 

Plaiting a crown of rushes white and green. 

He tore it with fierce glee ; 
And tore a nosegay gathered as he came. 
Plucked with destructiye hand, but ne'er to please 
An eye that wondered at the coloured freaks 
Within the spotted cups of wilding flowers. 
The young oufglancing arrows of his eye 
Were tipped with cruel pleasure, as he sprung 
With firoward shoutings leaping through the wood. 
O'er shadows lying on the dewy grass. 
Hunting a dragon-fly with shivering wings. 
The wild bees swinging in the bells of flowers. 
Sucking the honeyed seeds with murmurs hoarse. 
Were crushed to please him, for that fly escaped. 
The callow hedgelings chrq>ing through the briar 
He caught, and tore their fluttering little wings ; 
Then hied to where came down a sunless glade. 
Cold tinkling waters through the soft worn earth. 
Never sun-visited, but when was seen 
His green and yellow hair from out the west 
Through thinner trees, spun 'twixt the firesh broad leaves— 
But ne'er it warmed the ground, bare save where tufls 
Of trailing plants for ever wet and cold, 
And tender stools of slippery fungi grew : 
There in a sweet peUucid pool, that boy 
Drowned the young birds of summer one by one. 

Back came he near his father, 
Yet to him turned not ; whistHng, looking round 
To see what farther mischief he could do. 
All petulant as if fear, no more than pity. 
Could drain the light from out that saucy eye ; 
Then laid him down and dug into the ground. 

Ofl turned to him the while 
His father fondly looked : O ! growing thoughts 
Of boyhood's growing wants, and coming youth. 
Strengthened a parent's loins : faint shall they not, 
Strong for his son shall be : his careful eyes 
Shall wake, before the golden day 's begun 
On the high mountain tops ; forth shall he tread 
The summer slope, the winter s dun green hill, 
Where melting hml is mingled with the grass, 

f2 
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To strike the gnarled elbows of the oaks. 
Now, as he turned renewed unto his toil, 
His bosom swelled into the heaved strdce. 

The self-willed boy^ 
Penrersely an^ that his &tber spake not. 
And holding in his heart a contest with him, 
Fonned by himself of coldness best sustained, 
Be&ained no longer, but looked round in s^te : 
He saw the sunl^kun through the pillared trees 
Fall on his &ther's bald ana polished head, 
Bowing and rising to the labouring axe ; 
Mouth, eye^ and finger mocked that parent's head ! 

VISION THIRD, 

There stood a ruined house ! 
In days of other years, perchance, within 
Were beds of slumber, and the sacred hearth. 
Children, and joy, and sanctifying grie^ 
A mother's lessons, and a fiither's prayers. 
Where's now that good economy of life ? 

Scattered throughout the earth? 

Or has it burst its bounds, 
And left this lm)ken outer shell. 
Swelling away into the eternal worlds ? 
The pathway to the mantled well grows green ; 
The swallow biulds among the sooty rafters, 
Low flying out and in through the dashed window. 

Throughout the livelong day 

No form of life, comes here. 
Save now and then a beggar sauntering by 
The stumps, wool-tufted, of the pld worn hedge^ 
That scarcely marks where once a garden was : 
He, as he turns the crazy gate, and stops, 
Seeing all desolate, then comes away 

Muttering, seeips cheerless i^ 

Beyond his daily wants, 
No sound of feet 

Over that threshold now is heard. 

Save whei; on, bleak October eve. 
The cold and cutting wind, that blows ^ through 
The hawthorn-bush, ruffling the blue hedgenqtairow. 
Shivers the little neat-herd boy beneath, 

Nestling to shua the rain 
That hits his flushed cheek with sore-driving drops, 
And forc^ him to seek those sheltering waUs, 
Low running with bent head : But soon the awe 
Of things gone by, and the wood-eating worm— - 
To him the death-tipkrHlrives him foxtii again 

Ben^^the scudding blast 
There came an old man leaning on his stafl^, 
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And bowing went into that mined house : 

Itwasdiat&ther! 
Thk was the home to which he brou^t his bride : 
This was the home where his young yn£e had died : 
This was the home where he had reared his boy. 

Forth soon he came ; 
And many tears fell from his aged eyes 
Down to the borders of his trembling garment 
He saw a man of statdy form approach, 
And slunk away, that he might meet hhn not; 
That man his son ! He, from his early yei^ 
Had wandered o'er die worid in quest of gain. 
Much had he seen,^-^the smoky blaze of war ; 
The tents of peace ; the courts of ancient kings; 
Vast fleets ; and carayans of merchandise ; 
And chariots of returning emperors, 
That come as the swift eagles ; foreiEltd t^de ; 
Famous old riyers ; high cloud-bearing mountains ; 
Hills of grim thirst ; and diy-consumed lands ; 
Valleys of sheep and men-sustaining com ; 
Cities ; and peoples stiange. Yet back he came 
Untouched by yiews of wide humanity, 
Narrow, and cold, and inconsiderate. 
Of wealth he had enough to build a hall 
Of pomp, not distant from his natiye place. 
Awe to command, to haye a yain dominion 
In the same eyes that once looked on him poor. 
Common but cold regard had made him thither 
Take his old Aether m>m that natiye cot, 
Allowed to work no more-^on him depdident 
That cot's appearance mean, as now he neared it. 
Alarmed his conscious pride that there it stood. 
What but memorial of his poor descent ? 
He saw his &ther tottering round its walls : 

Ha! shall the world behold it, 
And be thus more reminded of his birth ? 
O ! how he loathed that frither's hatikering spirit 
After old places ! How he loathed those tVaUs ! 
Down shall they go, though half his wealth should buy them-— 
There shall they not be seeur-^razed shall they be ! 
With high and haughty hand he swept away 
That token of his boyhood's poor estate. 

THE yiBION CONTINUED. 

An old old man sate ivith abased eyes 
Beside a path that led to a gay dwelling, 
Trembling, not daring once to lift his glance 
Eyen to the speckled linnet on the budi : 

'Twas he— that &ther ! 
Came sweeping calks, a haughty pair went past : 
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That proud disdainfiil fellow is his son ; 
And she that leans upon his arm, attired 
With impudence his wife, whose wealth has made 
Him higher still, both heedless of their &ther. 

VISION FOURTH. 

That fether died neglected, and in death 

With strolling love were mingled bitter thoughts— 

A Father's Curse. 
This, ere his head went down into the grave. 
Dug in a comer where meek strangera he, 
Had upwards sprung, a messenger succinct. 
To trouble ail die ciystal range of Heaven, 
To call on Hell, to post o'er seas and lands. 
Nature to challenge in her last domain. 

Not to let pass the accursed. 

There came a Voice— it cried, 

" The Storms are ready." 
Forth flew into mid air that ^thei^s form. 
No longer mean, a potentate of wrath. 
To rule the elements and set them on ; 
Severe his brow, dark waxing ; fierce his eye 
As the starved she -wolf s, when the night hail beats^ 
And her cubs bite her yellow milkless teats ; 
His feet with brightness burned ; flew all abroad 
His hoaiy hair, as from a prophet's head ; 
And the great winds were in his carried wings. 

He called the Storms — ^they came ; 

He pointed to his son : 
There stood that son — ^no wife was with him now. 
No children pleaded for his naked head — 
Upon a broken hill, abrupt and strange. 
Under a sky that darkened to a twilight ; 
A huddled world of woods and waters crushed. 
Hung tumbling round him, earthquake-torn and jammed 
From Nature's difficult throes : cut off he stood 
From ways of men, &om mercy and from help, 
With chasms and ramparts inaccessible. 
The tree-tops streaming towards his outcast head. 
Shewed that the levell^ winds smote sore on him ; 
Gaunt rampant monsters, half drawn from the woods, 
Koared at him glaring ; downward on his eyes 
The haggard vulture was in act to swoop ; 
Rains beat on him, snows fell on him, hail struck him ; 
The forky jags of lightning from the doud 
Played keen and quivering round him, fiunily blue ; 
And many thimders lifted up their voice : 

AU Nature was against him. 

Out leapt a bolt. 
And split the mount beneath his sinking feet. 
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O'er him his £»ther s form burned fiercely red, 

Nearer and nearer still, 
Dislimned and fused into one sheeted blaze. 
From out it fell a bloody drizzled shower, 
Rained on that bad son's head descending fast, 
Terror thereon aghast — ^he 's down ! he 's gone ! 
Darkness has ST^owed up the scene convulsed. 



A MOTHER^S BLESSING: 

A DRAMATIC POEM. 
PERSONS OP THE DRAMATIC POEM. 



ROTHMOND. 

BDGAIU 

ARTHUR. 

FRIAR CLEMENT. 

ROBBERS ; A MAD WOMAN. 



ORPAH. 
EDITH. 
A SHEPHERDESS. 



Scenes laid in Scotland^ before the Reformation. 

ACT I. 
SCENE I.— Friar Clemm£9 Cell 

Friar Clement. 

Friar ClemmU If I were yoimg ; if thus I sought to train 
My youth to duty, shielding it from cares. 
And from their possible blight, 'twere all unwise ; 
For comes exposure, then the tender-reared 
Is like the lithe dull sickly grass that grows 
'Midst thorns, without the Imots and tibe short joints 
Of strength ; its shelter ref);, liyid it curls 
And dies if once the wrinkled east-wind blow. 
But I am old : I owe the world alone 
The example of a putting-off of cares. 
Yet not austerely all, it may be done 
With soothing foretastes won from present joy ; 
The soul allowed with unimpaired sense 
To feel the beauty of heaven-lighted earth. 
The rocks of the wild goats ; the simple flowers. 
Spilling the dear dew o'er their delicate brims ; 
llie silver drops of rain ; the twinkling woods 
That dry their green wings in the glossy breeze ; 
The snowy cygnet by the borders dwelling 
Of lucid waters ; to the sight upheaving 
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Aye, the fresh swellmg sea ; the scmny hills 
Dappled with shadows, as die doudj heavens 
Go bowing oyer them ; bold cataracts 
With weeping trees fringed, glorified in one 
Tumult of glory by the setting sun,— 
These all are mine ; then huimed sad decent ere, 
Spirit-tempering stillness, as the soahd of winds 
Going among the high tops of the trees. 
Then, with her moon form comes the old solemn Night, 
Or starry-studded in hex dark appard ; 
Then, blame unknown, and fear, stem soul-oompellers. 
Sweet is my sleep witlun unquestioned doors. 
And thus Ihe old man of Gk)d — such peace is won « 

From the dear healing of Christ's wounded side- 
Keeping the eternal ^bbaih of the heart. 
Creeps up the quiet, unmolested hill 
Of Contemplation to the high pure dimes^ 
Where the cleansed creatures in white vestoients walk, 
With unimagined beauty on their feces. 

! tenderly^ my duty let me do. 

[JETe advances to Abthub, lyin^ oile^ in a corner^ and 
wipes his brow. 
Christ ease me trouble that lies veiy heavy 
On the distressed hinges of that heart ! 

Arthur C^wakin^J. Thou man of God, where is she ? 

Fr.Cfl. Who? 

Arth. My rister. 

Ha ! dreams and mockery all ! My dear young sister ! 
That lovely head, that sweetly-moulded form 
Lying among the weeds till fishes gnaw thee ! 

Fr. d. Your wounds wax well : a litfle farther rest, 
And you shall rise repaired. 

Arth. Ay ; and cast off 

The withered slough of my remembered l^eing, 
And forth come fresh and lubric as the spots 
And slippery rings of the unsheathed tender serpent ? 
Shall sleep do tlus ? Were I a thousand times 
Dipped in the wholesome waters of the sea. 
Could it do this ? Or do you mean to give 
The dull black wine of death, if that may do 't? 
Had I no sister had ; were not my mother 
A beggar going o'er the windy hiUs, 
Fain for a piece of bread to stumble through 
The sighdess dark, or wandering by the stars, 

1 might be well perhaps. But— mock me not. 
My soul is very sorrowful to death. 

Eternal blessings on thy reverend head 
That thou hast healed me— though I should have died ! 
Pr, CI. My dear young stranger — 
Arth. Ha ! &at name upbraids me ; 



▲ MOTHERS BLBSSINO. 247 

Tis just that thou shouldst know me, and thou shalt 

(^Abthub rises up^ and clothes himself with his mantle, 

Fr, CL Nay then, what do youmean? Sure, not to go? 

Arih. My hour is come : I must not loiter here, 
Cowering and pining like the little bird 
That pedes its limed wing in some lonely quairy ; 
Duties have I to do of sad amount 

Fr.Cl. Thy wounds? 

ArA. Pst»a! I am well; thanks to thy care. 

But hear me now :— 

Bothmond perhaps you know, who dwells hard by 
In the stem raide of his ancestral towers ? 
My Either Edgar was his eldest son. 
He wed my mother of a gentle line. 
But now come down to humblest poverty; 
Yet richer in her fan: good womanhood 
Than dowried queens. Fierce was my grandsire's wrath, 
And forth he kept them from his house and love ; 
Adopting as his heir his second son, 
Last of ms issue, to uphold his name. 
Be it so, then ! My &ther was a man 
To make a noble house unto himself. 
Building it up with honour's lustrous rafters. 
Steady and bold forth went he to achieye 
His fortune on the seas, leaving his wife 
With his twin children, Edith and myself 
To the provision of a decent life. 
Years came and went ; but ne'er my father came. 
Nor of his ship were tidings ever heard, 
And sore we mourned him whelmed b«aeath the deep. 
Scant grew our means ; but in my earliest years 
I laid my mother's cause upon my heart, 
And gave my youth to honourable toils. 
The more that Edith might be well accomplished. 
Might be a crown above our poor estate. 
And was she not ? O ! yes, thou wert, young skter. 
Fashioned in beauty and attired with grace ! 
The mighty West was found with its new worlds ; 
To these aU young imaginations turned ; 
Thither 1 11 go, gold and renown I '11 win. 
Thither I went I saw high snowy mountains. 
The boundless forests summer-swadied, vast rivers 
With painted people on their idle shores. 
From land to land we fought ; our souls were up ; 
I and my fellows ail like fresh-bathed eagles, 
That feed their bold eyes on the morning sun. 
Yearning for fame, I gained it ; high rewards 
Were mine, with diese I helped my mother's house. 
But now, but now where shall I hide my head ? 
O ! if to lie in penitential caves 
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Might but absolve me ! Well then, in my whirl 
Of spirit mad with proud toils and with honour, 
Caught by a love not wise, but yet not worthless. 
My whole soul was possessed, and I grew reckless. 
My duties were forgot ; mother and sister. 
To these I sent no tidings and no aid : 
Nor — this I since have learned — ^had they receiyed 
What in my just days I had sent to them. 
Loosened £rom love by a heart-wrenching shock, 
I hastened home ; our home was desolate : 
My sister had been sick ; my mother forth 
From poverty had been obliged to roam. 
Standing in narrow lanes to ask an ahns. 
Weeping for me, and driven from haughty gates. 
Well then she is a beggar — ^that is settled ; 
Begging for my sick sister — all 's right there. 
But where 's that sister, then ? Forth by the river 
She 's gone to seek new health : I sought her there. 
Far through the woody glade I saw her met 
By a dark youth : I knew him to be Hulin, 
The kinsman, far removed, of Bothmond's house ; 
But who, since Bothmond's second son was dead. 
And that son's son, had been by him adopted. 
I saw him turn and walk by Edith's side — 
Help, man of God ! she 's gone ! the sudden fiend 
Has pushed her o'er the near precipitous bank ! 
The interval was as a flashing dream. 
Till down the river's rock-tormented gul& 
Whirling I wrestled with their strangling strength-— 
In vain ; the flood had swept her to the sea 
Ne'er to be found by me, though day and night 
I sought her body on the barren shore. 

Fr* CL Can this be real ? or is it but a thing 
Shaped from the surf of thy young brain o'erwrought ? 
Edith, dear viigin, hast thou perilled so ? 

Arth. My eyes, and head, and heart, grew cool and clear. 
Sheer onwards bent. The villain fled away 
From swifik instinctive terror of my quest ; 
But it was deadly, deadly ! Not high hills 
Dividing kingdoms, blistered worlds of sand, 
Rivers, nor fens, nor ocean many-voiced 
Betwixt us, shall divide us ; through the pangs 
Of earthquake, through the twihght of eclipse. 
Wading through blo(^ through fire, shall I o'ertake him, 
llurou^out the spinning reek of the high storms ! 
Back to this region came he — I came back. 
Glory at last ! we met : You know the rest ? 

Fr. CL Abroad one afternoon, I saw the winds 
Fall on the vexed forest of old pines, 
Oft tearing up with all their cracking roots 
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The enormous trees ; the cloak-wrapped tmyeller, 
Dismounting, scudded down the blowing steep 
With his oft-rearing horse, and hasted on ; 
A tear rose in the wild wind s eye ; rains fell 
Flooding the world ; I sought a sheltering tower 
Shattered with years and ruin ; there I sate 
From its lorn windows looking far and wide. 
I saw two enemies meet ; their swords are crossed ; 
Starkly one fidls ; the other reels above him. 
Staggering recovers, plants his foot, stoops, lifts 
His fallen adversary, bears him on. 
Stands on the rock that overhangs the river. 
And ftom his breast dashes him over— down. 
Ha ! no, he has not followed ; but he lies, 
Where he has feinted, o'er the cliff half-drawn. 
Thence I recovered you. 

Arth. But not so him. 

Destroyer of my sister ! From these hands 
Heaved, the great waters whelmed him, they devoured him. 
His head, his feet are away to the deep sea, 
Rolling commingled : Ne'er his bones shall rest ; 
Just Nature ne'er will let his little bones 
Repose in the sad cleft» of the sea-caves : 
Them shall the under eddies hunt about, 
And bleach to nothing the mean relics ! 

Fr. CI. Nay, 

This vengdul pride — 

Arth, My pride is at an end. 

Yea, from this night, this hour, I swear to you, 
In foul attire — ^my punishment and penance-* 
Laying upon me what my mother bore, / 

To wander forth in life's distressftd ways, 
As she has wandered, till I find her out 
Living, or learn on what dull bed she died. 
I owe thee this, my mother ; I have been 
Heedless of thee too long, avenging Edith. 

Fr, CL Fain would I bid ti^ee fear not for thy mother. 
Fain say it cannot be she begs her bread ; 
But dnce we dare not mark with bounds precise 
The chastening discipline of Heavenly love, 
I will but say I have at least a hope 
Of good reserved for her, even in this world, 
Whate'er her present lot,— a hope derived 
From the consummate beauty of her life. 
But more especially ftom her filial youth. 
Which won with such solemnities of awe^ 
So laid, so pressed, so sealed upon her head, 
A Mother's Blessinq. 

Yea, be she now the earth's most desolate outcast, 
I have a faith that she shall rise and shine^ 

g2 
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Eyen yet before she die, in glad dear peace. 
And is it not a warrant for m j fidth. 
That thou art come, that thou wilt find her out, 
And lift her gracious head ? 

Arth, You knew her youth ? 

Fr, CI. Be but composed : Nay, lean thee on thy bed, 
And so be fitter finr thy steady quest; 
And I will let thee forth when thou art hedled. 
Well then, I saw thy mother Orpah first 
Within an eastern rale, where then I dwelt. 
Twas on an eve of the sweet summer^tide. 
After the fidling of a gentle shower. 
Forth flushed mm out the west the yellow sun. 
With watery lustre o'er the glistening earth ; 
Before him blushing on the cloudy ^st. 
The rainy bow on me green fiices fell 
Of the still woods below; hedges and trees 
Twinkled with drops of Hght ; again abroad. 
The noisy children waded in the gilt 
And shaUow pools; the birds sang in the leares; 
And cocks orowed lightly fix>m the reeking fiums. 
Forth firom her cottage came an old blind woman, 
Whose hoary hur, smooth parted on her brow, 
Was like the blossom of the almond tree. 
Her right hand leant upon a stafi^ her left 
Was on a fiur girl's shoulder : with slow steps 
Measured, the damsel led her to a seat 
Beride a small white dial on the green ; 
And there they sate in the illumined eve. 
But aye the maiden rose, seeing some flower 
Moist gleaminff in the grass, ample but sweet, 
And gathered it, and brought it to her mother 
That she might smell it — &>t she was her mother. 
The violet for its smell, Ihe scentless wildings 
She plucked them fi>r their beauty, crimson*tipped. 
Or dropped with gold ; and, sitting by her motiier. 
With ddicate fire^ of &ncy and of lore. 
Quaintly she put them in her dear white hair. 
Trembled that blind old woman with the weight 
Of a full heart, o'erburdened with its blessing ; 
She laid her hand upon her daughter's head, 
And praying to the shining light of Gh>d, 
That lighted all her fiice :— ^* My own true child ! 
Orpah, my last ! child of my blood and heart i 
111 bless thee now : Our good Lord Christ uphold thee. 
All thy dear life ! And, past the grave's deep sleep. 
Wake in his careful everlasting arms !" 
Such was A Mother's Blessing on thy mother. 
Arth. That gracious child ! dear fountain of my life ! 
Fr, CI. How could I fail to mark her firom that hour ? 
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The light stepfl, the meek grace, the watchful love 

With which she went ahoat her mother's house, 

Feeding, sustaining, cheering that old parent, 

Beft of her husband, and twelye other children. 

And having only this ewe lamb of lore 

To lie within her bosom, was to me 

A glory more than all the stars of hearen. 

Up lightly rose she, ere the lark arose 

O'er the wide frosty meadows of the spring, 

To do her careful work. The summer eve 

Shone sweetly on her, as she sate and knit 

By her old mother on the lowly bed 

(ji camomile, or neighbouring woodland seat, 

Loving the green society of trees. 

Still was the autumn day : that mother lone 

Sate in her house, that now was dark to her ; 

But in her busy &ncy aye she heard 

The lai:^hing voices and the running feet 

Of chil£en, filling all the house wim life^ 

As in the days gone by, till came anew 

The aching sense of present desolation, 

And up she rose and felt with trembling hands 

The old familiar things, to be assured 

She stiU was dwelling in her early home ; 

Then, groping forth upon her staff she stood 

Long hours beneath the humming q^camoire. 

Listening tlie &r-off shouts of happy childr^ 

Gleaning by fits, but ofltener idly climbing 

The mountain ashes round the harvest field. 

Gathering wild hips, and running here and there 

To drink from shaded wells with pipes of straw. 

Alas ! she saw them not, but there she listened. 

Till came her little gleaner home at eve, 

Orpah, still working for her mother's bread. 

Nor less when winter came that dauffhter wrought, 

Spinning into the watches of the night, 

oi} duti^ that I have oft^i deemed 

Light hhj hands took up the weary thread 

From her still fingers, overta'en by sleep, 

Aiter the careful day and busy eve. 

And spun for her who spun for her old mother. 

Thus dignified by duty ^e upgrew 

A stately, beautiful, and deep-souled woman. 

But mark again The Blessing :-^ 

Forth as I walked one sultry summer noon, 

A cloud came sailing iip against the wind. 

Smothering the day > a grim and breathless silence 

Sunk on the moors ; creatures of earth and air 

Seemed all withdrawn, save where the shifling wings 

Of stormy sea-birds in the dun light, seen 
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Close coming o'er the mountaiiis in their gloom, 

Believed the starded doud with twinkling glimpses ; 

Moaned the wild caves ; down all at once a wind 

Came whewing from the hollow of the hill. 

Lashing as wiw a whip the dreary rashes ; 

Big drops of rain fell scattered ; forthwith hurst 

The flagrant lightnings and deep-hdlied thunder. 

But Orpah's cot was near, and gave me shelter. 

There sate the virgin in her dadcened house 

Scarce seen, and sewed with many solemn tears 

Her dying moth^'s shroud. The aged Christian 

Sate up within her hed, and called her daughter ; 

And o'er her howing low, ** God's storms," she said, 

^^ Are in the wide heavens, hut his peace is here. 

Bless thee, my child ! thy love to me has heen 

Ahove the love of women, veiy great 

I gp from thee, my lamh ; hut grieve not, fear not, 

I leave thee on the fisUiherhood of God : 

Through thunders loud, and many mighty waters, 

He 11 hear thee up : Our good L(«d Christ uphold thee> 

All thy dear life ; and, past the grave's deep deep. 

Wake in His careful everlasting arms I " 

She said, and died. That moment from the doud, 

Wide rifted, came a glory of the sun, 

Filling with sudden Hght that saintly bed. 

Illumining that head serene in death. 

And that young mourner, and her glistening tears, 

As with a radiance from the face of God, 

Bearing the assurance of His love divine. 

Arm. Go on : 01 tell me ail her predous life. 

Fr. CL Thy Either, hunting in those eastern dales^ 
Saw her, and, learning all her virtues, loved her, 
And wed her in his passion calm but deep. 
I joyed to make them one. His sire, he said, 
Had spumed the union, and had cast him out ; 
But, such the honour of his chosen bride. 
He would not hide her from his haughtiest peers, 
^tiring from his place as if ashamed : 
No ; he would dwdl near to his £a,ther's towers, 
Not in defiance, but in proof that he 
Was prouder of his wife than of wide lands. 
I saw not then thy mother for long years ; 
Till, when I changed my place, and hither came 
Gladly to rest wi£in my native vale, 
I sought her honoured dwelling : Near it sate 
A virgin, on the cold autumnal eve, 
By a small fountain in its rocky shell. 
Fed from the crystal veins of a huge difP 
All moist and black above ; a ruffled redbreast. 
His jetty eye turned to the yellow west. 
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Trilled on the bare top of a small near tree, 

By her unheard ; nor when her urn o'erbubbled 

With sweet dear water did she go away, 

But sat looking afar to the wide west, 

While many a tear fell from her glazed eyes, 

Aye mingling with the cold blue drops that, slipping 

From the green fringes of the rock, were blown 

Against her cheek by the wind, as steadfastly 

She looked for one Ihat came not — ^Will he come ? 

Nay, will th^ come ? for thou wert also gone : 

This was thy sister Edith, looking far 

For thee and for thy father — so I learned 

While, as I questioned her, she led me to 

Her mother s humble house, who told me all 

The varied changes of her later life. 

Happy was I, as in the former days, 

Oflt Tisiting, to see her and to bless her, 

For she to me was as a daughter aye. 

Though much she mourned her husband and her son, 

Deeming them lost, all else seemed well with ha:. 

Till some few months ago Edith, her solace, 

Grace of her life and stay, began to pine. 

Myself grew sick, and failed a while to see them ; 

Nor haye I seen them since. Of Edith's fate, . 

Which you have told me of, what shall we say ? 

I cannot speak, I dare not think of it. 

What shall be done ? Were I to go to Rothmond, 

To have those perilous things severely probed. 

His vengeance might be drawn upon thy head. 

I must weigh well what course 'twere best to follow. 

Meanwhile thy mother, let us think of her ; 

Fear not, we 'U find her out ; I trust The Blessing 

Will help her yet. I knew her modest pride. 

Complaining ne'er ; yet dreamt not of such want. 

That she must beg her bread. 

Arth. Ah ! me, the while ! 

Why sun I here and she in such sore straits ? 
Where is she then, if she is not a beggar 
Roaming the country ? Has she perished too ? 
For she was not at home ; and the poor peasants 
Who dwell hard by, said she was out for alms. 

Fr. CL Rest till the morrow come, and we together — 

Arth. I go : farewell ! {Exit Arthur. 

Fr. CI. The help of Christ go with him ! 

Too weak is he to rush into the night. 
And much I fear no rest is now for him. 
Chased by the dogs of thought, escaping not. 
But let me see that he has Siinted not 
Even at my threshold. 

[^Friar Clement stands a while looking out from his door. 
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Yonder &r he goes. 
But now I 'ye lost him in the thickening eve. 
Would he were back ! we '11 have a night of storms. 
Worse than the watery day, so warm and heavy. 
Closing now down on the &t oozing earth. 
Lasdly stretching from the foul dank weeds, 
Forth comes the toad ; the drowned flowers are faint ; 
Up the low channeb of the rivers He 
Bank mists, or creep into the shuddering woods. 
From his dull cot the peasant lookii^ forth. 
Starts as the rushing of sonorous rain 
Comes o'er the border fells ; the thunder giowb 
Far in the south, and rolls its burden round 
On the black heavy chambers of the west : 
Blind smothering fears come o'er him ; shrinking half. 
Half looking still throughout the stru^^ing twilight. 
He sees, or ^cies in the low-hung douds, 
A thousand shapes that blast the unwholesome night 
By cave, blue forest, or wide moorish fen ; 
And hastes to bolt his door, and bless his peaceful bed. 
Peace shall not lie with me on mine this night ! 
Orpah, my daughter, I am hurt for thee 
And for thy chHdren ! what can I do for you ? 
Shall I not try to touch the heart of Bothmond ? 
Would I could reconcile him to his children, 
And them to him ! Age may have made him mild. 
It must be tried : Heaven guide and bless the attempt ! 

[]Friae Clement returns into the interior of his celL 

Arthur re-enters. 

« 

Arth. I fear at parting I was somewhat barsh ; 
I would not be so, would not be ungrateful. 
Thy kindness I have garnered in my heart ; 
And, ever while I live, wiU I come back 
From time to time and tell thee of my life. 
Ere long 1 11 come and be responsible. 
Lest blame be thine to have helped the homicide. 
Farewell, good &ther ! 

Fr. CL Then if you must go, 

My blessing go with you 1 [^JEwit Arthur. 

[|Friar Clement takee the Seriptures. 
Immortal Word I 
More to my spirit than her trembling joy 
Of young espousals to the virgin bride ! 
Without thee all this mighty course of things, 
With the bright glimmer of the life of man 
In the dull twist, was but a rueful thread 
Up-gathered, ravened up, feeding the great 
Aye- whirling spindle of stupendous Fate,— • 
Prodigious Power, unmeasured, featureless> 
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Incalculable, awful, and remorseless, 

Vast Idol-Terror crushing down man's heart ! 

God gave His Word ; this world of ours grew light ; 

All things came out in beautiful arrangements 

Of order, and proportion, and degree, 

And glad relation to a Father s love : 

For now the promise of immortal life 

Filled all the vessels of our hearts with joj. 

Thus fearing nought, we now can laugh at Toil, 

And Pain, and Deadi himself at whose pale back 

lie the decayed nations of the grave ; 

And spurn dread Hell as up we spring to Heaven. 

So let me now, in my most hallowed place, 

Compose my spirit with this healing Word. 

[Triab Clement retire into his inner cell to read the 
Scriptures. 

ACT II. 

SCENE L—A Moor^ with Sheep feeding on it. 

Enter a Shepherdess. 
Shep. (singing). 

The san went down the afternoon. 

The heights were clear, and the wbds were laid ; 

I wandered with her on the ferny hills. 

And won the heart o* my mountain maid. 

Yonder comes Colin, the dear ballad-maker. 
Mercy be near us I 'tis that strange fast walker. 
They say he is a great man in disguise. 
I must not look as if I were afraid. 

Enter Arthur. 

Arth. My pretty ^epherdess, happy are you, 
So far and dear came your song o'er die wild ! 
Come, tell me now how you 
Can be so happy in these listless places. 
Where nought is to be seen the live-long day. 
But peevish stone-chats bobbing on the stone. 
And solitary men in far-off mosses ? 

Shep. But that nice heather, and these thriving sheep, 
Are not these something ? And glad summer days ? 

Arth. And health? And innocence? And those young eyes, 
With going through the light and through the air, 
As ether pure that feeds the vivid stars, 
So beautifully sharp ? And peace and love 
Found in the wilderness ? I stand reproved. 
Forth come you singing through the morning gleam, 
Over the purple acres of the moorlands. 
Nor know you grief, save when a lost lamb makes 
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Pity's sweet drops slide from your crystal eyes. 
Nor fear is yours, save when at noontide you 
Hear the loud thunders rattle on the hills, — 
Short-lived, for you are innocent : Up you spring, 
Your mind serenely brightening as the day. 
If slow to you lingers the golden eve. 
You sit you down and watch your desert clock, 
Counting the clear beads of the glassy wells. 
Peace still producing peace ; until what time, 
Their glittering breasts suffiised with rosy air, 
The high doves homeward to their windows shoot. 
You seek your cottage by some flowery shaw, 
And night's deep sleep receives you from the day. 
Thrice fortunate Shepherdess ! did you but know 
What he before you is ; how wretched she. 
He wanders seeking ! — Is not yonder figure 
A woman's ? I must to her. 

Shep. Sir, I know her : 

A poor lorn creature, somewhat crazed in mind, 
That all the day follows the silly sheep, 
O'er the green border fells, gathering the locks 
Of wool, to work in the low winter nights. 

Arth. God keep her ! I must see her : has she been 
Beautiful in her youth ? — ^but that 's long past ! 

Sk^. Never even comely, but she can't help that. 

Artk, Tis not my mother. Maiden, I seek my mother. 
Cities I 've searched for her, the wild sea-shores, 
Rough quarries idle, dreary fens of rushes, 
Forests, and wide unprofitable moors ; 
Ofit looking for her into pools of rivers. 
But last night, when the rains fell heavily, 
I saw a form on the dun plashy wild 
Wearily, wearily going ; ^t I ran. 
But in a moment she had disappeared. 
And there was nothing on the wide flat waste. 
I cannot find her. 

My senses are bewildered ; yet 1 11 seek her. 
Though I should fight a candle and go search. 
Damsel, her name is Orpah ; if you see 
A woman low and sorrowful beneath 
Ruin and years, yet bearing the waste marks 
Of passing beauty, wander by this way. 
That 's she — ^my mother — O ! speak kindly to her, 
Tell her her son has sought her very long. 
I 've bid the people of a thousand hills 
Do this for me ; travellers before the sun, 
Wayfaring men that in the twifight haste. 
Unquestioned pass not : surely at last I '11 find her. 
I shall be here again, ere long ; keep watch, 
And I will bless you. 
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Shep. Sir, 1 11 do it for you. 
Were 't but for my own mother's sake. 

Artk. O ! yes. [^Exit Arthur. 

Shep. I H not forget, indeed. Poor gentleman. 
Would he were happier, and far better dressed ! 
I nerer saw a finer-fayoured man. 
Except — no, Colin only looks more freshly. 
And then he said such grand things of our life^ 
Almost persuading me I never weary ! 
He 's a true gentleman : I '11 not forget. {Exit Shepherdess. 

SCENE II.— Jl PcOhway through the Com-JUlds^ hy a Elver's side. 

Friar Clement. 

Fr, CI, How each division of the plastic soil 
Wears the true livery of its master's nature I 
Were then the lords of earth but wise and gentle, 
Our land might be a watered garden, full 
Of blameless people and of all good fruits. 
As in the glad days of the Golden Age. 
Here dwells the owner of a vidde domain, 
'Mong his own people, as his fathers dwelt, 
Remote from strife, in patriarchal ease. 
Living and letting live ; and so his farms. 
Lusty and rough with bearded crops of bread. 
As in earth's virgin and spontaneous years. 
Swarm with free life, and health, and happiness. 
For, look and see it ; ay, and bless the sight ! 
Now are the days of wheat and b^ley harvest : 
The reapers' hooks glint on the yellow uplands ; 
Whoop little gleaners ; many baking dogs. 
And the rough jingling of the farmer's wain 
Hurrying afield adown the loosened slope, 
Or homeward creaking through the sandy lane 
Of dwarf elms feathered to the very heels. 
Make up the cheerful din ; nor wants the hum 
Of mealy beggar eating by the hedge. 
The stack-yard rises. Here the sturdy swain. 
His pitchfork o'er his shoulder, with his sleeve 
Wipes from his brow the honourable sweat, 
As bums the glistering sun, rather than shines. 
Through a white gummy vail, say of thick air. 
Bather than clouds, filling with sweltering heat 
The day, as from an oven. There his boys. 
Fair-haired and flushed, shake the meek orchard, down 
Showering the pattering apples on the ground ; 
Wild laughing girls gadier them up in baskets. 
But look across that narrow-running river, 
And see another and contrasted scene :— 
The grange, untenanted, sinks to decay. 

h2 
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Low comes the swallow throngli the shattered pane^ 
Where not of wood, or stuffed with an old hat. 

The sheds are littered with the mingled stiaw 

And rags of haunting gipsies : on the handle 

Of the dismantled pump-well fluttering stripes 

Of blankets hang. Yon cowering sheep diseased 

In its dull comer, rank with nettle-wands 

And seeded docks, has barked with tooth unwholesome 

The scurfy stunted fruit-trees in the place 

That was an orchard once, leaying its tufb 

Of cankering wool upon the red peeled stumps. 

O'er the wide thistly lands no form of life 

Is seen, save where some solitary man, 

Feeble and old, goes sauntering, filling up 

With stakes the gaps of the unthriving hedges. 

The barrenness of mese imsightly lan^ 

Neglected so, betrays an owner harsh, 

Or ill at ease : They are the lands of Rothmond. 

May sickness soften him, since he is sick ! 

j^ra^er Arthur* 

Arth, If blame for me have fallen upon you, father, 
Let it be laid on me. 

Fr. CL No man has brought 
A charge against you : be at ease for this. 

Arth. At ease ! O ! hermit, coming through last eye, 
I saw the lovely daughters of the land 
Walking on terraces and on balconies 
In the rich light, with stringed instruments, 
Oft looking o er the meads delectable. 
At the fair children wading in the gras% 
Pulling the wild flowers' spotted b^. Down fluttered 
The airy creatipres through the mellow orchards, 
Gathering the golden apples in the sunset. 
Beautiful, wallong in the prosperous trees. 
How I wept fi>r my sister and my mother ! 
Why were they not in this glad light of day 
All-happy too ? That dear young sister lies 
Whehned in sad waters, wo is unto me ! 
And where *s my mother ? I have found her not, 
Though I have sought her from the simple hills 
Even to the city's places of dishonour, 
Hunger's pale dens, and scurrilous thievish haunts. 
The very lazar^house I have not missed ; 
Nor the strait mad-house, searching it throughout 
The groans and blasphemies of disjointed spirits, 
Laughter unbounded, strokes, and many cries. , 

Shade of my mother, if thou 'rt dead, hear this ! 
If living, weary creature, where art thou ? 
Oh ! all the hoards of thy exhaustless heart. 
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Heaped on my boyhood, turned to fraitless ashes ! 
Thou livedst to think thy one son did forsake thee ! 
O'er melancholy hills, by moonlit hedges 
Wandering, the thought filled thy astonished heart ; 
And tears for this did moisten Ihy firail bread. 
Then lying low on thy strange bed of death, 
Oflt didst thou raise thy head— it ne'er was I ; 
Day or night never came I unto thee. 
Be mine the punishment to wander still. 
Hunting the secret of thy sorrowful life.-^ '. ' ' 
Help me, good fether, say that you have found het! ; 

Fr.CL Would I cotdd help you! ButlhaVendtfdundher. 
Then, when my quest was vaih, it but reiitamed ' 
To wait on Rothmond, and to claim his aid 
To seek and raise the widow of his son ; - 

But he 's been half within the galtes of death. 
And I 've not seen him. ' 

Arih. Ha! what creature's that? 

^Mad Martha runs shrieking down th&Bivfers sidSy 
looking into it, ' ' ^' 

Fr. CL The Woman of the Birer^ poor mad Ma^rtha, 
The huntress of a shadow and a dream. . . 

Forth from the outcast chamb^ns of the rocks, 
Where windy mists whistle throtigh their foh^ riftE^ 
Issues the haggai:d creature with a scre^un. 
Wringing herhands, down to the river's brink: 
Her eyes intently fixed upon its flow. 
Fast she outruiis the current, bending oft 
To scan the black depthd of the wheeling pool ; 
Nor seldom plunging in she wades the stream. ' ' '. 
What looks she for ? Six years ^go, or seveii, 
^he nursed the grandson-heir of Bothmond's house^ \ 
His parents' only hope ; too hear the bank .1 

Of that same river on a sultry day . . ' 

Heedless she slept ; awakenied by a cry, ^^ 

There was her young charge rolling down the wave! 
She shrieked, she ^sprung, she plunged, she snatched M him. 
In vain ; he perished, and she scarce was saved '' 

From death, to be the maniab that you iee^ '1 

Vain was foigiveness, pity, care ; by day ^ 

Resting, nor yet by night, with piercing prayers 
She sought her nursling hom the £Eital flood. ' > 

Nor when the love of friends removed her fiur, ' 

That she might re^t from the forgotten scene. 
Was she at peace ; back to her yekming faaont * ' ^ 
O'er wilds she ram a^d solitary hills, ' - - 

As with the instinct of a thing bei^aved. 
Nor when her lost otte's paretits died^ was she ' ^^ 

Soothed ; her temorse outlives all thought of ihim. 
Hers the wild benefit of flie cave, she^eeps 
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Her fitftd sleep, then hurries to that hank 
Through all the seasons of the changeful year. 
If down the current pass a floating rag. 
Her heart ahsorhed o'erfills her dazzled eyes, 
Blind from their yery eagerness of gaze ; 
Stumhling she runs adown the unequal shore, 
Screaming >-« Tis he! 'tis he ! - God pity her ? 
* She would not give his little hleached cheek 
For all the living things of this great world. 
And Rothmond thus is childless now, and heirless ; 
Unless his present sickness touch his hecfft. 
And make him just to thee : Nay, eyen his pride 
Should do the work of lore, and raise thee to 
Transmit ^e light of his ancestral house 
Down into time. 

Arth* What is his house to me ? 
Let me hut find my mother. I will take her 
Far to the virgin islands of the West ; 
There I haye won, and yet can win her honours. 
To make her greater far than Rothmond's house. 
If she is dead, let me hut find her graye. 
And weep some tears on it ; and then 1 11 be 
So much the readier for that boundless World. 
But, gentle father, take me to thy place ; 
There where clear thoughts and quiet pleasures are, 
I '11 rest one night, and haply rise prepared 
With strength renewed to follow out my quest 

Fr. CL Oome then, my son. 

Artk. Would that this heart were old. 

And all Oiese restless faculties and longings 
Tamed down to meek content ; anchored, like thee. 
At peace within some little hermitage. 
Pleased with my maple dish and leathern bottle^ 
Happy firom morning till the white sheep wind 
In pearly strings around the twilight hills ! 
O ! blessed they who thus by contemplation 
And self-reflection turn to sweetest uses 
Of knowledge, faith, and hope, all forms of nature, 
Disturbed or beautiAil, abrupt or mild ; 
Whether young Spring, the leafy architect, 
Is in the woods and bmlds her green deyiee ; 
Or genial Summer melts her gracious cloud. 
Dropping down fetness on the earth's glad furrows^ 
Swelling the young wheat with the milk of bread. 
With sweet wann liquor cleaving the moist hoods 
Of bursting flowers tiiat Kye i' the purfled meado\^s ; 
Or costly Autumn shears her yellow crofis ; 
Or Winter, slinging his fierce hail about. 
Thrashes as with a flail the forests bare ! 
War, Famine, Pestilence, tell them their design ; 
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The Earthquake shews the secrets of her mme ; 

To them the Comet his wan hair unbinds ; 

They know the errands of the mighty winds ; 

The thunder-stone ; and meteors of the storms, 

That plough the dark night with their fiery forms. {Exeunt, 

SCENE III.— Friar Clement's Cell 

Friar Clement is discovered reading hy the light of his lamp. 

Arth, (awaking from his bed in a comer J, I've had a 
pleasing yision in my sleep : — 
The quiet hoy beholds a slanting beam 
Of yellow light, where mazy atoms stream. 
Slide through his lattice, by maternal care 
Darkened to shield him from the sunny glare. 
Without he hears the rustling of the leaves, 
And sound of swallows twittering from the eaves, 
As in sweet matin hours ; and &c away 
The din of children at their laughing play. 
But where is she that wiped his forehead damp. 
And watched him, patient as a midnight lamp. 
His mother, ever dear? Oft to his bed 
She comes, to kiss him, or to pat his head. 
Hark ! tripping feet : that ray of morning shews 
A young ^e looking in on his repose, 
His lit^e sister ! Much has she to tell 
Of true and wondrous since he grew unwell ; 
And much to shew, her frock so white and new. 
Her pictures — ^this for him, and that one too ! 
Nodding she shakes the curled clouds of hair. 
That darkly break upon her brow so fur ; 
And, o'er him bowing, lets his fingers oft 
Pass o'er her tresses with their pressure soft. — 
But slowly now along the pathway green 
She leads him, dazzled by the sunny sheen. 
The light wind lifts his sadly-smoollied hair 
Delicio^y ; he drinks the fluid air. 
The world is new, is fresh to him : he sees 
Each little fly, each bird upon the trees. 
How many children through yon meadow pass^ 
Where lies the golden sunHght on the grass! 
Yon hill how dear, where ^epherds sun themselves, 
Piping at ease upon its flowery shelves I 
Here glossy trees, there wheaten uplands lie 
Beneath the harvest sun's broad yellow eye. 
Blithe reapers there beside the stocks are set; 
Here little gleaners at the gate are met. 
Spilling rich laughter from their thriftless eyes, 
Dark with the glory of the sultry skies. 
Proudly his sweet young sister leads him on. 
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A^ if to shew him like a conquest won ; 
Then turns with him : The appointed walk is o er ; 
Their mother, smiling, meets them at the door. — 
O ! for that sister ! for that mother now ! 
Thus did they love me when I was a hoy ! 
Thus did they care for me when I was sick ! 
Thus did they heal me ! In my sleep I knew 
That hoy to be myself — how innocent 
Compared with me his dreaming counterpaH ! 
I loved to look upon his little faee.-^- ' 

What hour is't, h(^y 1^? 

Pr. CI. The faintest grey 

Is in the east. Rest thee a little while ; 
Sleep is for Youth, while old Age rises up 
At ^e voice of the bird. 1 11 waken thee, 
When the day comes upon the mountain-tops. 

Arik. Say rather that this mwtal state of ours^ 
Has nothing better than this soothing rest, 
And I '11 believe thee, and lie still. How stale 
To me this moment seems the life of man ! 
Why should I rise and go those weary rounds, ! ' 
When I methinks could sleep long days and nij^ts 
In sweet oblivion of a world without ? 
Even there where dwell the old siniplicities 
In country places, heaviness of heart 
Dwells with them. Try we boyhood : is it happy ? 
Over the tufted common yonder comes ' ^ 

A rural thing, and as he comes he sings. 
Springing upon his stafiT, he overieaps 
The blossomed whins, light as the morning lade. - 
Along the glistening herbage audibly eat 
His cows, nor wander yet ; so with his dog ' 
Wide running he can leave them at their will. 
The grasshoppers that from his brushing shoon 
Start all around away like jointed sparks, 
He heeds not; climbing to the hermit well. 
That with its clear, eye and green floating beard l 
Looks from the eastern-sided hill unto 
The early sun :. slipping in crystal drops. 
The beautiful water trickles sUding down 
The polished rushes, freshening with cold bubbles • ^^ 
The vivid grass below. Down on his knee^ ' 
That feels the chilness of the oozing moisture, 
X Bending he drinks ; then to the vmet turf 
Of Sabbath patb^way leading o'er the hills 
Hastes ; sitting there he carves the lettered sod^ 
Till Fancy has her £11. But; now o'ercast. 
The changeful autumn day brings o'er his heart 
An equal gloom, so vacant are his hours. 
His task so slight to turn the wandering kiae^ 
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Running behind his dog that barks against 

The blowing wind. What time the shepherd conies 

Down from the hill, he sucks his gurgling bottle, 

Draining the milk. What next shall be his play ? 

The wild bees, flying high and straight away. 

Alight not to be caught on the dry moor ; 

The year's last butterflies sit dull and tarnished 

On dewless flowers, not worthy to be ta'en ; 

Oft has he made the urchin swim the pool, 

But now before him laid the prickly clew 

Unheeded stirs, and shews his cautious nose ; 

The rushes white and green are pulled and platted ; 

His knife lies idle by the listless branch ; 

His crammed dog gambols not ; there are ne more 

Rabbits to snare; and he is tired of hunting 

The slender weasels in the mossy dikes. 

Then is he wretched : to the distant road 

He runs to ask the traveller what 's the hour ; 

He sees the far-off children; from the tree 

He shouts to them — they hear or heed him not. 

Long hours till evening ! then he loses heart ; 

The tears are in his eyes ; he lays him down 

Wrapped in his plaid, and sobs beneath the hedge 

To the cold shuddering sugh that creeps through it. 

And the shrill shrew-mouse running through Sie grass. 

And yet he's happier than the boy at school 

Conning from day to day his weary task. 

So much for boyhood. 

Try we next the swain. 
Whose life be-praised palls through each rhyming ballitd :•— 
The world is going wrong : The clouds of air 
Fantastical can bring him nought but ill ; 
Hail, snow, and windy flaws all strike at him. 
If diy the summer, heaven is bound with brass. 
Ne'er to be loosened by the slipping rains ; 
His pastures languish ; crops ! you might as well 
Upbind a torch in every harvest sheaf. 
Fat showers have fallen : he on his upland crofts 
With knowing stride steps through his bearded rye, 
His crops of alky barley waving green. 
His wheaten hollows with their blessed spikes, 
His beans, his vetches, his pea-blossomed leas ; 
Yet, standing in a sea of com, he talks 
Of darnel, thistles, poppies, corn-rose, charlock. 
With rueful stories of die slavering spring 
Rotting his seed — ^is thankless and unpleased. 
Canker, and care, and vanity, all, all ! 
Come then, 'twere best to sleep. 

Fr, CI. 'Twill draw from sleep 

A fresher dew, to bear upon thy heart 
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The picture, ooimter to thy peevish swain. 
Of happy labour in the moonlit farm-yard, 
We saw last eve, as on we sauntered through 
The rustling harvest night. The loaded wain, 
Subduedly creaking, pressed with many sheaves, 
Shadowy came on aJong the glittering road. 
Whose ruts with sable silver were all polished. 
The low-hung moon upon the southern fell. 
Skirting the doddered trees, poured her wide light. 
The shepherd lad home coming from the hill. 
With his clear whistle, overleapt the dike, 
And tumbling, rose laughing from the crushed ferns 
Through the pure bracing night, to join the maidens 
That with their gleesome laughter at his cost 
Made all the barn-yard echo. Round his stack 
Half-built, with keen eye went the husbandman. 
And with his pitchfdrk nicely fashioned it. 
Forth from it came he, and stood widely off 
As came his rustling wain : heavily swayed. 
Turning it cast a sheaf; this, from the door 
His chubby boy forth sallying seized and raised 
With toil unfeigned, and mimic pantings loud ; 
Half bearing it, half trsdling it, he drew 
The wheaten burden, bigger than himself, 
And fell upon it at his father s feet. 
Is not this nature ? Is 't not rural life. 
Truer than aught you 've drawn ? No state of man 
But has its fair degree of happiness. 

Arth. Gome now, the b^gar, can you speak for him, 
Or rather her ? Nay, let us draw a vail 
Over poor outcast mothers — we '11 say him. 
I 've seen the old man in his comer eat 
Allotted food, who many ways has seen. 
And many changes of man's mortal life, 
Sounding the depths of strange society. 
He in far lands has fought his country's battles : 
Where bare red suns on sandy mountains beat, 
'Midst fiery dust has braved the strokes of heat. 
Fighting for her, has braved the stubborn frosts ; 
And his reward is — ^leave to beg his bread 
Throughout that country which he helped to save ! 
On stormy hills, on thunder-darkened heaths. 
Pushed by the winds, met by the thwart blue lightning. 
By moorland farms, wandering, and lonely mills, 
He finds his shelter, and his dole of food. 
In some permitted nook. There now he sits, 
With many a stealthy glance at the big dame 
Who ranges through the house, and scolds her maids 
The louder for her hospitality : 
This feels the old man, as demure he sits, 
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Eating his little portion noiselessly.* 
Nor loses he the chance when, thanks repaid, 
Her mitigated voice comes from the pantry ; 
Forth steals he modestly, still &rther glad 
To pass unroused the mastiff s half-shut eye ; 
The gate hehind him clanks not; nor he stops, 
Nor turns to look till he has gained the road. 
This is the best the beggar s life can boast of. 
The very best ; for we have given him bread. 
Where many starve : Ah ! wo is me for ihem ! 
And thou, the mother of my blood and being, 
Forgive this sorry idleness of speech 1 
Why am I here ? There goes the glint of moni, 
And I must work. 

[[Arthur sprmgs up^ prepared to set out. 
Fr. CL Nay then, here's a sm^ basket 

Of honey, bread, and fruit, let 's bear it forth. 
And eat of it in the sweet-breathing air ; 
And I '11 go on with you a little way. {Exeunt. 



ACT III. 

SCENE l.—The Outskirts of a Forest. 

Enter Arthur. 

Arth. Boreas, bleak chamberlain, that mak'st my bed. 
Bobbing the elms, thou art the kindest fellow 
In all the north ! 

{He lies doum^ and sleeps among leaves at the root of 
a tree. 

Enter Edgar. 

Ed. How oft I 've hunted in these forest ways, 
In days gone by — ^thirty long years ago ! 
Here am I still a hunter, but now hunting 
The tender quany of my &mily. 
Orpah, and ye twin children of my loins. 
Am I not near you How ? O ! are they living. 
Or are they dead ? Would ihey came forth to meet me ! 
I almost fear to go and ask of them. 
Yonder 's the church-yard, let me turn and see 
What graves are there where I and they should lie. 
But soft, what's this? (discovering Arthur) a man among 

the leaves ? 
Wet, and asleep on such an eve as this ? 
I must awake him ere cold death strike through him. 
Ho ! friend, pray who are you thus lying low ? 

* *Ti8 a beggarly thing to eat without noise. 

AbyMsinian Proverb. 
l2 
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Arth, C starting up J. One, Sir, who but in trivial penance 
threads 
The foul and cankered walks of beggary, — 
With thieves consorting ; and with freckled children, 
The brood o' the wild hedge-nurse ; with swarming beggars ; 
Strollers ; infesting ^psies ; roaring sailors ; 
With blind, gnarled, sun-bronzed minstreb; sly, lame creatures, 
Tender of foot as is the borrowed horse. 
But swift before the beggar-compelling baton ; 
With remnant soldiers of old wars ; with jugglers ; 
Lunatics ; wandering boys ; all homeless things ; 
All furious outcasts ; all degraded bastards ; — 
With these oft sheltered 'neath the howling bridge, 
In bams wind-visited, or in dull vaults, 
Where drop upon your sleepless eyes rank sweats 
From leathern wings of filthy flitter- mice. 
Half-formed, and clustering in a blistered stew 
About the roof. Faugh ! all the while my gorge 
Swells at the meanness, yet must I endure it. 
Then £ai and out of sight beyond all this, 
I have an ill that beggars all base penance, 

JEtcL Your words are wild as is your bed. 

Arth, Nay then. 

My bed is all too good : 1 11 sleep no more 
In such dry luxury : I 'm on my way 
Down to the low damp forest, where the peeled. 
Fat, clammy ground for ever reeks ; the nil 
Scarce soaks its way through the dead choking leaves ; 
Where the toad, gross and lazy, squatted sits 
Amidst the soapy fungi, and distends 
The spotted leather of his wrinkled throat 
With minute pu£& from his asthmatic lungs. 
There let me sleep, or in the marish-pool 1 
What right have I 

To the fee-simple of these good dry leaves. 
When those I love, my mcmly &ther first. 
Are lying in the bottom of the seas. 
And in Sie rivers, and — I know not where ! 
Stranger, farewell, and pardon me ! Ghrave care, 
The dignity of sorrow and of patience, 
Sit on thy brow considerate : God go with thee, 
And make thee happy— happier &r than I am ! 

[JStOfit Arthur. 

Ed. There is a savage riot in his words, 
From some great stress of mind : The stings of madness 
Leap in his eye : I fear he may grow desperate, 
And do himself some harm. Still all I see 
Beneath each sign and circle of the heavens. 
Bids me be humble, patient, and contented ; 
And, if to-day I know my heart aright. 
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I 'm hopeful too. Now, then, for one bold plunge 

Into the very heart of certainty, 

Be it of joy or sorrow ! [^Eait Edoab. 

SCENE II.— Friar Clement's Cell. 

Friar Clement — JSnter Rothmond. 

Both. I come to thee, thou holy man of Glt}d, 
With other thoughts than in my days of pride. 
Rumours have reached me that my grandson Arthur 
Is in these parts, and that you know of him. 
Would I could find him ! 

Fr. CI. Wandering round, he seeks 

His mother still in filial hope, in penance, 
In the wild luxury of self-abasement ; 
By old-world trees about the low grey dikes 
Sleeping, in caves, or in the homeless woods. 
Oft even at hollow midnight does he dare 
Church-yards ; the doleful yews ; the infested air ; 
The shuddering ground ; the ghosts uprising through 
In hoary, bloodless, thin-compounded dew. 
With baleful blots, whose shivering lips emit 
A feeble whistling as around they flit. 
Madness is in all this. Would he could find 
At least his mother's grave, if she is dead ! 

Both. She dwells with me. You wonder. But she found me 
Struck down by palsy in the forest walk, 
As forth she wandered in her poverty. 
And brought me help : Forgetting my injustice, 
She held my head herself as home they bore me ; 
And ministered unto me as a daughter. 
Reason and sense came back to me that night ; 
And, more than both, there came humility 
From sickness and the loss of all my heirs : 
My heart grew as a fiither's, and I prayed her 
To leave me not, but live with me for aye. 
Her decent pride, for outcast Edgar's sake. 
Could ill endure the place denied to him. 
But Edith came ; and ere her child and I, 
Sore-smitten both, could be restored to strength. 
Allowing her to go, my prayers had won 
Pardon for all the past, and filial love ; 
And now they dwell with me, my own dear children. 

Fr. CI. Did you say Edidi? This is pasang strange ! 
But know you aught of Hulin ? 

Both. Whither gone. 

And why, unless he thought a certain crime 
Discovered, I can't guess. 

Fr. CI. He's in the waters. 

Thy grandson saw his deed, and with fell quest 
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Hunted and smote him down, and to the river 
Gave his dead body. 

Both. Let him perish so, 
And those who loved him seek him and avenge him ! 
Edith has told me all. You know it too ? 

Fr. CI. But how was Edith saved ? 

Both. The o'erboiling flood 

Bore her light-whirled into a sandy creek, 
And laid her high and dear upon the beach, 
Behind a rock. 

There the poor woman, whom you doubtless know, 
Martha, who lost my heir, and by the stream 
Still wanders, found her on that very night 
When I recovered from my dismal shock. 
Whether the maniac-creature saw in her 
Some kindred features of her long-lost chaige^ 
Or from whatever instinct wild but true. 
Bearing the half-drowned damsel in her arms. 
With desperate might she dashed into my chamber. 
And madly laughing laid her at my feet 
*^ Is she not thine ? God help me, I can find 
No other child ! " she cried, and burst away. 
Sore bruised was Edith, but she soon recovered. 
Her health is how restored, and with her mother 
She dwells in peace, the solace of my age. 

Fr. CI. But Hulin's motive for his dark attempt 
On Edith's life ? Methinks it may be guessed. 

Both. He saw that I relented, for I deemed 
Edgar and Arthur lost, and wished to take 
Orpah and Edith to my house and heart ; 
And so he feared to lose the inheritance 
To which I had adopted him, and strove 
To keep them still shut out. A wrinkled witch. 
Bowed on her haggard death-bed, sent for me 
To ease her struggling spirit by confession. 
And told me all : — Set on by Hulin's gold. 
The hag had practised on young Edith's life 
With deadly herbs : The while, the master fiend 
By every wicked art was cutting off 
The means of Orpah's life, to dnve her fiur, 
Beggared and hopeless, from the neighourhood. 
Edith still lived, and meeting her by chance. 
With guilt compendious to secure lus purpose. 
He piuhed her o'er the cliff. Meantime, my grief 
And indignation at his crimes revealed. 
So staggered me that on my homeward way 
Down fell I, palsy-stricken. Orpah found me ; 
And Edith came to me, and all 's well now. 
I joy to tell thee all, for thou hast been 
Their friend unchangiug through the change of days. 
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And they lament that Edith's ail and mine, 
And Orpah's next, brought on by watchAilness, 
So long hare kept thee ignorant of all ibis. 
I said all 's well, 'tis scarcely so until 
We find our Arthur. I was glad to hear 
His gallant bearing in the new-found West. 

Pr* CL He loved the daughter of his enemy, 
A Spanish lady in that western world, 
Who gave him all her heart. He hoped to win her, 
When Death stepped in, and took his love from him, 
His Oriana. From his loss, methinks. 
Mingled with filial anguish for his mother. 
And wo for what he deems his sister's &te. 
At times a vein of madness strikes throughout him. 
Hence he is rash and wajrward. But his soul 
Is honour's mould ethereaL I do hope 
He '11 soon be here ; and gladly, O ! how gladly 
I '11 bring him to his own true home at last ! 

Roth, When Edgar married, in my father's halls, 
That seemed dishonoured, daily did I seem 
To meet the faded ghosts of old renown 
Angrily flitting to and fro, as if 
Thence to depart for aye. But in my eyes 
The dignity of Orpah s widowed life 
Is fidrer now than rolls of blazoned deeds. 
And Edith's beauty, and her love for me, 
Fill all my house with light. O I find me Arthur ! 
Take not his first denial : Bring him home. 
And so, adieu, good &ther ! 

Fr. CL Fare-ihee-well ! 

[Exit RoTHMOND. Friar Clement retires into his 
inner Cell. 

SCENE III.— ^» open place in the Forest. 

Enter Arthur. 

Arth. The hour is very still. I've seen the time 
I joyed to wander in these glimpsing woods. 
This had been then a night of finest beauty. 
As I came by, the white herds on the banks 
Looked large i' the moonlight, ruminating calmly. 
The shallow rivers were all strewn with glass. 
On such a night might Oberon and his train. 
Seeking or shunning Queen Titania, 
On the green parks or solitary sands 
Glance trippingly ; or from these shadowy nf^s 
Of tusky-rooted trees peep quaintly forth. 
Ay, ay, all this is beautiful ; and yet 
Who, knowing man, knows not this lovely hour 
Is stained by him ? Forth come the things of guilt 
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To affiront the holy beauty of the moon : 
There hangs Despair, and gasps away his life ; 
Here glaring Murder hides his dropping knife ; 
To Theft, to Lust, the shadowy hour is dear ; 
And Treason's eyes throughout the night are clear. 

[Crtesfor help are keard^ and the clcuhing of twordt. 
Ha ! there they go ! But I must help the weak. 

[^Arthur runs out. 

SCENE IV — Another part of the Forest. 

RoTHMOND is seen Jighting with two Bobbers — Arthur comes in 
armed with a stick. 

Arth. Two upon one ! Foul play I fear me, then. 
Masters, stand back ! Gome now, sweet Sirs, be off! 
You won't? Nay then, take that! and that! and that! 

[^The Bobbers are driven back 5^ Arthur's vigorous 
strokes^ and at last make off. 

Roth, (advancing to Arthur). My brave ddiverer, art 
thou hurt for me ? 

Arth. Hai Bothmond! Well ! my hand at least has been 
Nature's just instrument ; be it so, then ! 
No, Sir, I 'm safe : I trust you are so too ? 

Both. Can it be he ? Are you my grandson Arthur. 

Arth. I am the son of Edgar : for his sake, 
I '11 guard you to your gates, and leave you there. 
Nay then, so many chooges have I seen 
Of mortal life, no longer am I proud 
Or vengeful : Let me say then, honoured Sir, 
(For are you not the spring-head of my life ?) 
My soul rejoices to have saved you thus. 
God keep thy age ! Lean on me very much. 
But no more explanations : Let us go 
In silence, saying nothing of the past. 

Both. Come then, my son. But, ere we reach our gates, 
I hmnbly hope to win thee to go in. [Baeunt. 

SCENE V. — An Apartment in Rothmond's Castle. 

Orpah is seen seated on a couchy and Edith near a window. 

Orp. The moon is shining dear. 
Look out, my child, into the woodland path. 
And see if you can see him. Blessed day. 
That I have heard my Arthiu: 's still alive. 
Son of my honoured lord ! So near us too ! 
I only dread that our seclusion here^ 
Unknown of Father Clement, and our neighbours, 
Has made the dear boy miss us, and has driven him, 
Despairing at our loss, again albr. 
Would Rothmond were but come ! I cannot brook 



A JfOTHER's BLESSmO. 271 

This silence and suspense 1 He scarce can fail 
To bring us news of Arthur. See you aught? 

JSdith (looking out from the window). Two men are 
coming from the moonlit wood. 
The one is Rothmond, and he leans upon 
The other : Oh ! my soul, should it be Hulin ! 

Orp. Nay, fear not there, our father Rothmond's heart 
Is wholly right, and he will keep us safe : 
Hulin no more shall come within his gates. 

Edith, The one he leans upon is like a beggar. 
But they are here. O ! be my heart a prophet ! 
I think I know him — O ! it must be he ! 

Enter Rothmond and Arthub. 

Arth, My honoured mother ! I haye sought thee long. 

\_Emhracing her, 
Orp. My lost ! my gladly found! But what is this ? 

\jLooking at hii garh, 
Haye you so suffered ? 

Arth. Nay, I 'm well and happy. 
Heed not this wild attire : I 'ye sought thee thus 
In many ways of men. 

My Edith, too! 
I ve found thee, lass, diyider of my life ! 
Half of myself! dear sister ! come fb me ! 

[Embracing Edith. 
JRoth. Giye him still fadiher welcome ; he has been. 
This night, my good deliverer in the woods 
From ruffian men. 

Enter a Servant, 

Serv, My Lord, the man of God, 

Who dwells hard by, craves entrance with a stranger. 
Both, Welcome his blessed feet ! Let him come in. 

. Enter Friar Clement and Edgar* 

Fr, CI, I come thus late to bring you one £riend more. 
Won from the ^ lands of lost men to you. 

Both, Is this a vision ? Am I sick again ? 
Orpah, is this not he ? 

Orp, Lord of my life ! 

wondrous night ! my husband ! 

{She falls into his arms. When she recovers^ he leads 
hery almost fainting^ to a couch, 
Ed, Fear not, my wife, I '11 never leave thee more ! 
Ta'en by the Moors, twice ten long weary years 

1 wore away in my captivity ; 

But patience won me liberty at last. 

And here I am. I missed you in your place ; 

But by the hints and guidance of your neighbours 
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I sought diis hotj man, our dear M fiiend. 

As one who hest ooold tell me oC your fatones. 

From him I learned enough to madbe me oome 

"With filial confidence within diese gates. 

M J honoured fisidier, let me kned to diee 

And oare thy hlessbg ! [\KneA to Bothmokd. 

Bath. Be it mi thy head ! 

Base up my son : all s wdl : dear diildren all ! 
My house is now complete, and wh<de, and round. 

Ed. These are my twins? My Arthur ! dear, my Edith ! 
Come to your fether s heart ! fke €mhraee$ ikemj I cannot tdl 
How much I lore you hoth ! Ha ! hut I ye lost 
My pair of little ones I left hehind ; 
Tet who hare lired in my rememhering heart 
All these long years, and nerer grown an inch. 
Well, well, I let them go, and toke you for them ; 
Though I hare missed the joys of your sweet spdnging, 
A mudi-definauded fether : O ! my children ! 

J^. CI. I go, hut, ere I go, let me remind thee^ 
My daughter Oipah, of thy Mother's Blessing^ 
Which stin is n^gh^, fighting on thy side. 
Nay, I do hless £is house with that good hlessing : 
I hless you all : — ^ Our good Lord Christ uphold you 
All your dear lines ; and, past the graves deqf sUtpj 
Wake in His earful etoerlasting arms I " 

[Exit Friab Clement, and the Scene doses. 



THE CHTJBCH-YABD: 

The day was gone, the night was come, 

When weary mortals sleep ; 

Uprose a grieved ghost from out 

The hollow church-yard deep. 
With a quick imperfect shriek, 
Bose the thin embodied reek ; 
like a thing pursued, it fled 
From the Imigdoms of the dead. 
Through the green and silent vales 
(As the moon unclouded sails). 
O'er the dewy-hazed hill. 
Through the forest deep and still. 
By the river's sandy shore, 
By the grey clifi& gleaming hoar, 
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And the silyered Kps of cayes 

That o'erhang the higher waves, 

Through the fens, and through die floods 

Of the fruitless solitudes,'. 

Far to flee through night away 

To the healthful coasts of day. 
With a struggling start, 

like a fettered bird whose wing 

Feels the quick withdrawing string, 
At once did it dart 

Through the nearest moonlight track, 

To its church-yard back, 
tingeting and brooding o'er its grave it sate ; 
Another ghost was near, and thus they mourned their &te :-— 

FIRST GHOST. 

Oh heavy time ! Oh dim unbodied land! 
Joy dwells not there, even pain is at a stand. 
A smothering presence fills the air around 
Of patience dumb, and fears without a sound. 
God comes not there, no angel comes to cheer. 
Bringing the tidings of the Heavenly year. 

SECOND GHOST. 

Lord God ! how long ? Thy Seraph Watchers where, 
That deigned for man to cleave the morning air. 
And stooping closed, glad message to fulfil. 
Their golden wings on many a glorious hill ? 
And in earth's green and patriarchal days 
With converse joyed our fethers' hearts to raise, 
Beneath broad tented trees, blessing their state 
With great approval, interdiction great ? 

FIRST GHOST* 

Far other state is ours ! No simple grace 
Of life primeval, no green dwelHng-place ! 
Sun there, nor moon, nor ether molten blue, 
Valley, nor tufted hill divides the view, 
Nor lucid river, on whose borders blow 
Flowers many-hued, and trees of stature grow : 
Nor leafy summer, nor the stormy glee 
Of winds, when winter fells upon t£e sea. 
With chamge dehghts us : nor returning mom, 
Nor &ce of man relieves that sad sojourn. 

SECOND GHOST. 

Yet seems at times, throughout that stagnant dream. 

About to burst some quick distressful gleam, 

As if the Almighty were about to burst 

The struggling cloud, and flash on the accurst 

K 2 
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O ! teH me, tell me, b this boding donbt 
A proof that Hearen is &r, and we mthont ? 
What shall we do ? How shall we flee away 
Unto the climes of evedasting day? 

FIB8T OBOST* 

Be done, O Earth ! O ! Day of Judgment, burst ! 
Let all be known— let ns but know the worst ! 
O ! rather let ns, riang from the dnst, 
See the white habitations of the jnst ! 

SECOND GflOBT. 

Sorrow is in man's world, but what of this ? 

There sonow lends an attribute to bliss. 

God send me back, let sorrow come amain. 

And all the crooked &mily of pain! 

Were men but wise ! Did but Ambition know 

The flat endurance ci our listless wo. 

How to his sold would triumph be denied. 

How slacked the roasms of lus o'ertorturing pride, 

Spun from the baffled heart! O ! how would &il 

The stroke of Hate, the toodi of Enyy pale. 

Scorn with her sling, and Glory with her star. 

Lewdness, and Avarice ; and bigot War, 

With sternest zeal encrusted, weather-stained 

With old grim cruelties, and blood-engrained. 

Whose crimes, from crimes descended, eyer grew 

A new necessity, a prurience new. 

His brow still blistcaing with the hot quick lust 

Of blood that glories trampling men to dust ! 

FIBST GHOST. 

Behold the immortal pattern of yon heayen ! 

Beneath yon moon becalmed the woodlands lie. 

By dogs of chase the desert creature driven, 

GUmbs up the rocky stairs of mountains high ; 

With sealing light she touches his wild eye. 

And all the blisis of slumber is for him. 

But not to earth so sweet yon moon and sky, 

As ware to me man's life with tears though dim ; 

Twould fill my heart with joy up to the trembling brim. 

SECOND GHOST. 

What though the church-yard, by the glimmering light. 

Pours forth the empty children of the night ; 

O'er seas and lands we flit, but back are fain 

To troop didionoured to our place again. 

Vain privilege! it serves us but to show 

The joy that we for ever must f<»:ego. 

SWeet life is lost : we must not see the day : 

Our bodies rise not from the wormy clay. 
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FIRST OHOBT. 

No more, ah ! never more shall we behold 
Dawn's early purple yellowing into gold. 
Then when the sun his arrowy leyeUed lines 
Shoots through the high heads of the crowning pines, 
The hunter rustles through the morning wind ; 
The forest waves, the river flows behind. 
Sad hunters we ! Oh ! rather we the prey. 
Chased by pale dogs of sorrow and dismay. 

SECOND GHOST. 

O ! the glad earth ! no more, ah ! never, there 

With chaste dear eyes we 'U drink the morning air. 

Breathed through the sweet green saplings of 3ie spring, 

Fresh by the water-courses £>urishing ! 

No more from cooling shades, at noon of day. 

We'll watch the crystal waters slide away ; 

Till come still evening with her drops of dew. 

And her large melting moon hung in Hie southern blue ! 

Dear hours of love ! O love ! gone, glimpsing thing, 

Like ship on the &r sea evanishing ! 

FIRST GHOST. 

From out the west a haze of thick fine rain 

Comes o'er green height, high rock, and smoking plain, 

Flies lightly drifted o'er the dimmed floods, 

And shakes its sifted vail upon the woods. 

Forth looks the sun, the impearled valley fills 

With seeds of light, and sleeks the slippery hills. 

Nor yet the showery drops away have cea^ 

To &U, clear glandng on the darkened east. 

When o'er them cast, with safi&on horns the Bow 

Of Beauty melts the fluid woods below. 

With glittering heads, down in the grassy plain 

The nulk-white herds feed onward in a train ; 

Sheep nibbling up, goats on the higher slopes, 

The shepherds stand upon the mountain tops. 

O beauty ! O ! the glory of the hour ! 

What living spirit could resist your power ? 

Not mine ; far less it could when rustling through 

The crimped translucent cups ai leaves, with dew 

And sunshine overflown, my love first stood in view. 

What tranqml might upon that forehead lies ! 

How pure the £^drit that refines those eyes ! 

Joy dwelt in her, as lig^t dwells in the stone. 

Dear to my heart, but now for ev^ gone. 

God, do but clear her from the grave's foul stains, 

Pour back the branching blood along her veins. 

Build up that lovely he^ ! O ! let her rise. 

Let youth's fine light revive within her eyes ! 
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SBOOlfD GHOST. 

Ooileapt the bolted fires, the rains were poured, 

Abrupt and crashed and jammed the dmndeis roaied. 

Horror ! Oh horror ! by my shdtering side 

I tuned, and, lo ! my lightning-blasted bride. 

Sweet rest possess her ! k>wly &s that form. 

Once fiur as is the bow upon the storm ; 

More bland her eyes, more beantifal than this. 

Her cheek was painted with the hnes of bHss. 

Nay, rise, my ghosted love, and testify 

Against tiie harsh decree that such most die. 

What means this death ? O God ! npon Thy throng 

Qvre us the day ; well let Thee not sdone ! 

From floods, and fields, and ways, arise, ye ghosts. 

Tribes of diLsk time ! kingdoms ! mmnmbered hosts ! 

From all the grave's dim blotted realms npepring, 

Swift as a people willing for their king ! 

No more of sidSferance ! upwards let us flee 

To God's own gates, and pray the end to be. 

Why fear the fight ? Why fear the morning air ? 

Fill we His skies with shrieks, and He must hear, our prayer. 

FIRST GHOST. 

Strong is His arm ; it o'er that Power prevailed 
Who rose with darkness and His Heavens assailed. 
And drove him out, far kindling, as he fell. 
Around his head the virgin fires of HeU. 
His vety eye could clear us all away, 
Chase us into the grave, and seal us with the day. 
Hush! breathe not of it, lest for aye He change 
To barren darkness this our nightly range. 

SECOND GHOST. 

Lo ! through the church-yard comes a company sweet 
Of ehosted infants — ^who has loosed their feet ? 
Liiu:ed hand in hand, this way they glide along ; 
But list their sofUy-modulated song : — 

SONG OP THE CHURCH- YABD CHILDREN. 
I. 

Our good Lord Christ on high 

Has let us forth a space. 

To see the moonlit place 

Where our little bodies lie. 

Back He wiU call us, at His dear command 

We 'U run again unto the happy Wd. 

II. 

O'er each unblemished head 

No thunder-cloud unsheadies its terrors red; 
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Mild, touching gleams those heauteous fields invest, 
Won from the kingdoms of perpetual rest 
Stony Endbiantment there, 
Nor Divination frights ; 
Nor hoary witch with her blue lights. 
And cauldron's swarming ghure. 
There are no muttered spells, 
Envy, nor Clamour loud ; 
Nor Hatred, on whose head for ever dwells 
A sullen cloud. 
There is no fiend's dissembling, 
Nor the deep-frirrowed garment of trembling, 
But the robes of lucid air. 
O ! all is good and fidr ! 

in. 

Unto the Lamb we'll sing. 

Who gives us each glad thing : 
For Mercy sits with Him upon His throne ; 

For there His gentle keeping is revealed. 
O'er each Jroung head select a glory and a shield. 
Wide be His praises known ! 

IV. 

And in the last of days, 
Our little heads He 11 rabe 
Unto Himself, unto His bosom dear, 
Far from the outcast fear 
Of them, oh wo ! who make their beds in fire. 
Sons shall we be of the celestial prime. 
Breathing the air of Heaven's delicious clime. 
Walking in white attire. 
With God himself sublime. 

FIRST GHOST. 

Wo ! wo for us ! that land is not our land : 

We feel no keeping of a gentle hand ; 

No gleams revealed to us of happier days 

Have drawn our hearts the Saviour-Lamb to praise. 

O happy children ! happier, happiest he 

Who keeps life's purpose through each tried degree. 

Beseeming well, unto his mortal end. 

The name of brother, son, of husband, father, friend ! 

Earth's duties done, faith kept, he bows to die ; 

Then dwells with God— communion great and high ! 

SECOND GHOST. 

Would we had bowed submissive to the Lord I 

FIRST GHOST. 

Would we in days of flesh had listened to His word! 
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8B0Oia> QH08T. 

Oh ! if that awful thing should us hefal. 

Of wrath, more wrath, and darkness orer all ! 

FIRST GHOST. 

Remorse's seardiing worms oh ! who shall tame, 
Quivering and keen as penetrative flame ? 
But let us question those dim hahes of death — 
Away^ away ! I sc^it the morning's breatih. 

SECOND GHOST. 

They vanish too : Oh dire constraint ! away, 
We must not look upon the light of day ! 

[The Ghosts vaniik 
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A brooding idlence fills the twilight church^yard ; 

Not even tiie bat stirs fix)m her cloii^tered lifl;, 

Nor from her tree the downy-muffled owl. 

To break the swooning and bewildered trance. 

A crowding stir begins ; the uneasy Night 

Seems big with gleams of something, restless, yearnings 

As if to cast some birth of shape fi^m out 

Her hutching loins upon the waiting earth* 

The smothered throes are o^er, the darkness melta 

Into a glistering troop of blessed ghosts ; 

And thus the thinned and reliev^ air 

Lends modulaticm to their spiritual meanings :— 

FIRST GHOST* 

Disembodied, we on high 
Dwell in still serenity. 
Name not faculty nor sens^ 
Where the soul's one confluence 
Of clear knowledge and of prsuse, 
From the Lord's unsealed ways. 
And joy in His sustaining might. 
In His love and in His light. 
Yet we the waiting dust would don. 
With our dear bo<£es clothed upon ; 
hoyiDg (for He wears the same) 
Jesus throT^h our earthly frame : 
Then we 'd sit at Jesus*^ feet, 
Then our Heaven should be c(»nplete. 
Therefore, for the body's sake. 
Oft its thhi semblance do we take, 
Quick-Cushioned from our Paradise, 
Thus to revisit where it lies. 
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And with the assumed eye we 're fain 
To see our mother earth again ; 
Renewing, as we feebly can. 
Thus the blessed speech of man. 

SECOND GHOST. 

Through the alternate day and night 
Whirls the glimmering ball of earih ; 
Swifter fJEur our Tisioned flight, 
Swifter than a thought has birth. 

THIRD GHOST. 

O'er the shadowy vales we go, 
O'er the eternal hills of snow. 
O'er the city, and its cries 
Heard ftom Belial's nightly sties. 
And deserts where no dwellers be, 
O'er the land and o'er the sea; 
Till from the east the o'ertaking light 
Commingles with the rear of night. 

FOURTH GHOST. 

I had a wife, what earnest-trembling pen 
Shall tell her love for me ? what words of men ? 
Spouse of my heart and life ! how harsh the pain 
To go from thee, and from our children twain ! 
Unborn imto his sorrowfrd entail. 
The imconsdous third could not his loss bewail ; 
Yet nature reached him when his &ther died : 
Fed on blind pangs within thy widowed side. 
And dry conviilsive sorrow, bitter food. 
He took a deeper stamp of orphanhood. 
Than if, life-conscious, he had seen me die, 
And wept with many waters of the eye. 
This very eve I heard my wife, where she 
In saintly calm dwells with our children three ; 
Their low sweet voices of my name were telling : 
O ! how I yearned around their little dwelling ! 
I could not enter in, I could not make 
My presence known, one kiss I could not take ! 
Yet I rejoice, the Heavenly Watch are keeping 
Their nightly vigil o'er the dear ones sleeping. 

FIFTH GflOST. 

Guard the young lambs, ye Angels; Jesus bids, 
Who laid His lumd on little children's heads ! 
From Sin defend them. Thou, O ! Spirit Good ! — 
None other can — ^from Sin stUl unsubdued. 
Plague still permitted ! Here wide-glorying Crime 
Slays half the kingdoms of man's mortal time ; 
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There Pleasure's form belies ihe ancient pest, 
For whom in sackcloth must the worlds be dressed : 
She drags the earth ; then by fierce gleams of haste 
The Mae allnrements of her eye displaced. 
By scorn, by cmd joy her prey to win. 
The hoary shape of disenchanted Sin, 
Above die nations bowed beneath her speD, 
Seals the pale coyenant of Death and HelL 

SIXTH OHOST. 

From the dungeon, from the cave, 
From the battle, fiom the yrave, 
From the scaffold and its shame, 
From the rack, and irom the flame, 
From the laya's molten stone. 
Like a river coming on. 
From the Samiel hot and swift, 
From the earthquake's closing rift. 
From the snow-waste's faithless flaws, 
From the monster's rending jaws, 
From the &mished town, possessed 
By the blue and spotted pest. 
From the lazar-house of pain. 
From the mad-house and its chain. 
From the death-bed, even the best, 
Where a mother sinks to rest. 
With her children bowing near. 
And their blessings in her ear,— 
Day and night, day and night, 
(Could we hear its gathered might) 
What a cry, what a cry. 
Prayer, and shriek, and groan, and sigh, 
(Even the dumb have burst to speech, 
In strong yearnings to beseech) 
Has gone up to Heaven from earth, 
Since that curse of Sin had birth ! 

FIFTH GHOST. 

Not the fierce-peopled forest with such stress, 
When Night has locked up the black wilderness, 
Ciies unto God for meat: its cry is less. 

SIXTH OHOST. 

And that columned sorrow bores 

Through the bright eternal doors. 

Mighty, mighty, piercing on 

To the Hearer on His throne ; 
And it cries with a strong supplication. 
At the head of the Qod of Salvation. 
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SEVENTH GHOST. 

With forces and with influences dumb 
Wrapped round, from God the souls of babes do come ; 
They fight dirough life, they swell that upward cry. 
But*— l^rdest thmg to nature !— man must die. 

FIBST GHOST. 

The glistening in&nt dies in its first laugh, 
Like flower whose firagrance is its epitaph. 

SECOND GHOST. 

Of pearly Venus let the &bles tell, 

Young Aphrodite in her rose-lipped sheU, 

Fresh from the white foam of the morning sea 

Into the birth of beauty ; ne'er was she 

A lovelier emanation to the sight, 

Than earth's young virgin in her dewy light. 

ButxSee her now ! — a &ded drooping thii^, 

(When gleam through sleet the violets of the spring) 

Sliding from off the marble seat of life. 

She grasps the slippery polish-^useless strife ! 

Shuddering and shrinking o'er Death's misty jaws, 

They suck her down, the shade of what she was ! 

THIBD GHOST. 

Yon glorious youth ! what time the sun's first light 
Flames in the tree tops on the eastern height, 
And high-winged eagles through the mom repair. 
To dear their green eyes in the dew-cold air. 
Forth steps he on men's gaze ! The stains of fire 
Are in.hjs eye, so frill of large desire ; 
Power on his strenuous forehead, o'er his fiice 
Young hopes and ardours run their spangled race, 
Hopes of high fiune : nor earlier shall he miss 
The living praise that waits on youth like this ; 
Pure friendship shall be his, love's holiest hour, 
And Beauty lightening from her latticed bower. 
But see, but see ! Death strikes the aspiring mark. 
And slings his name for ever down the dark. 

FOURTH GHOST* 

Manhood cut down, falls in his noon of day ; 
And like a shadow Age declines away. 

FIRST GHOST. 

Would the body's death were all 
Might the sons of men befal! 
But where the spent assault of light 
In crystal tremblings dies away 
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Into the absorbing waste of night, 

Beyond it I had power to stray : 

Far beyond the voice of thunder, 

Through the silent lands of wonder. 

As they wait the birth of being, 

I was given the power of seeing ; 

And I saw that baleful place, 

Void of mercy and of graoe^ 

For the outcasts of our race. 

On the scathed shore, as of a flood 

Of fire, a naked creature stood. 

Forlorn; and stooping, with his hand 

He wrote along the bcoren sand 

Bemembered things of upper air, 

And earth so eo(^ and green^ and Mr. 

But strong regrets convulsed his frame, 

As aye he tn^ed his mother's name — 

Regrets subdued to many a tear, 

Down dropping on that name so dear^ 

A noise like coming waves ! and lo ! 

Gleams of a fiei^-crested flow ! 

The molten flood with crowding sway, 

Near, nearer, licked those lines away ; 

Then rising with a sudden roar, 

(The levelled mist streamed on before) 

With horns of flame pushed out, it chased 

That being o'er the sandy waste ; 

Till turning round, with blasphemies 

Glaring &om out his hollow eyes, 

He d^ed the wrath that, ill defied. 

Went o'er him with its whelming tide. . 

And sights and sounds I cannot name. 

Were in th^ sore possessing flame. 

And, ever down from wori& unseen, 

(Wrath, wrath beyond what yet hath been !) 

Thunderings, and hissings as of rain 

Wading through fir^ were heard amain. 

Oh ! place of anguish ! place of dr^ ! 

Y^ tibie ey^, and bow the head ! 

SECOND GHOST. 

A change comes o'er the night ; how gracious soft 
This light of upper earth to that sad dwelling ! 
The firmament is fvM of white meek clouds, 
And in them is the moon ; slowly she sails, 
Bdging each one with amber, as she slides 
Behind it, and comes out again in glory. 
Darkness Ms like a breath, and silent brightness 
Touches the earth alternately : how sweet ! 
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THIRD GHOST. 

But who is this her vigil keeping 
O'er a grave ? 

FOURTH GHOST. 

The maid is sleeping. 
I knew her in my earthly days, 
A child of duty and of praise. 
With her old widowed &ther she 
Dwells in her virgin purity. 
Young staff of reverence 'neath his weighed yea^ 
Eyes to his dimness, safety to his fears. 
And oft when he retires to rest. 
She, with her holy thoughts possessed. 
Comes hither at the shut of day, 
To sit hedde her mother's day. 
Hither this evening come again. 
By slumber she is overta'en. 

FIFTH GHOST. 

Filial piety, how sweet! 

Kiss h&[ head, and kiss her feet ! 

SIXTH GHOST. 

May these kisses, dove, infuse 
Power to bear the nightly dews ! 

FOURTH GHOST. 

How pleasant to renew my thoughts of earth, 

Telling of all this damsel^s early ways, 

Left by her mother in her infant days, 

H^ fethar's only hope-^his gladness from her birth 1 

Oft to the mooiland places he his child 
Led by the hand, or bore upon his back. 
The curlew's nest he showed her in their track. 
And leveret's dewy play upon the whinny wild. 

The while he dug, his coat she quaindy dressed 

With flowers, aye peeping forth lest he might see 

The unfinished ^cy ; then how pleased when he, 

Miidk wondaing, donned her work, when came his hour of rest ! 

Down sate she by him ; and when hail or rain 
Crossed that high country with its streaming doud. 
She nestled in his bosom o'er her bowed, 
Till through the whitening rack looked out the sun again. 

And when his axe was in the echoing wood. 
The wild and woody puzzle threading oft. 
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She o'er the rotting ferns and fongi soft, 

Through boughs and blinding leaves her bursting way pursued. 

The dry twig, matted in the spear-like grass, 
Where fresh from morning's womb the orbed dew 
Lies cold at noon, cracked as she stepped light through. 
Startling the cushat out dose by the startled lass. 

Her fluttering heart was ready then for fear ; 

Through the far peeping gla^ she thought she saw 

Forms beckoning, luring her ; the while with awe 

The air grew dark and dumb, listening for something drear. 

The ferns were stirred, th^ leaves were shaken, rain 
Fell in big drops, and thunder muttered low ; 
Back burst the flushed dishevelled girl, and O ! 
How glad was she to hear her Other's axe again ! 

Blithe, sitting in the winter night, he made 

Or mended by the fire his garden gear ; 

She with her mates, their hcea gUmcing dear 

From shade to ruddy light, qmds, flitting.round him played. 

And aye some sly young thing, in rosy joyanoe. 
Looked up betwen his knees, where she was hid ; 
Humming he worked till she was found, then chid. 
But in a way that just lured back the dear annoyance. 

Up grew the virgin in her blooming beauly. 
Filling her Other's ordered house with graccw 
And ever o'er the Word she bowed her fece, 
Binding her days and nights in one continuous duty. 

When Sabbath came, she plucked him mint and thyme. 
And led him forth, what hour from farms around 
By stile, and sunny orofl, and meadow ground. 
The parti-coloured folk came to the bell's sweet chime. 

The ample people, gatiiered by the sod 

Of the new grave, or by the dial stone. 

Made way, and blessed her as she led him on 

With short and tottering steps into the House of God. 

And holy was their Sabbath afternoon. 
The sunHght falling on that &ther s head 
Through their smaU western casement, as he read 
Much to his child of worlds which he must visit soon. 

And if, his hand upon the Book still laid, 
His spectacles upraosed upon his brow. 
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Frail natare slept in him, soft going now 

She screened the sunny pane, those dear old eyes to shade. 

Then sitting in their garden plot, they saw 
With what delicious clearness the far height 
Seemed coming near, and slips of falling light 
Lay on green moorland spot and soft illumined shaw. 

Turned to the sunny hills where he was nursed, 
The old man told his child of bloody times. 
Marked by the mossy stone of half-sunk rhymes ; 
And in those hills he saw her sainted mother first. 

FIFTH GHOST. 

And the damsel came this eve, 
O'er that mother s dust to grieve. 

FOURTH GHOST. 

She would fold her arms, and go 

To the dark of death below ; 

Might but a space her mother be 4^ 

Let up the gladsome day to see. 

SIXTH GHOST. 

But with thoughts eternal now 
Gathered on that mother s brow, 
And in her clear and awftd eye. 
Purged with Hearenly sanctity. 
What to her were joy and mirth. 
All the light and love of earth ? 

^ SEVENTH GHOST. 

By the embers' dying light, 

In the drowsy wane of night. 

Her her spouse would see come in, 

Slowly entering without din, 

Sweetiy solemn, sealed from sin. 

Trembling, rising, going near. 

Of her welware Mn he 'd hear : 

Is she well ? And does she live ? 

Milk and honey he would give. 

A holy joy, but no excess, 

Through her pure body passionless 

Thrillingly goes, to hear that voice 

Which miade her wedded days rejoice. 

In silence gazing still on him. 

Till tears her spiritual eyes bedim, 

Sweet murmurs bless hun ; round she flings 

A glance on old remembered things; 
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Another gaze on him ; and then 
She's yamshed from the wcnrld of men. 

FIRST GHOST. 

Lo ! on the maiden's knee the Book of Life ! 
Kiss every leaf — ^kiss every wondrous leaf ! 
The charter of the P^uradise we 'ye won. 
And Heayen we hope for — kiss each hlessed leaf! 

SECOND GHOST. 

Had we, some eighteen hundred yean ago, 
Been passing through a certain eastern i^lage^ 
We might haVe seen a fair-haired little hoy 
Stand at His mother's door ; in no rude play 
Joining His fellows ; graye, but holy sweet 
Of countenance. Who 's that little boy ? The God 
Who made the worlds — ^the yery God of Heayen! 

THIRD GHOST. 

Love to man, and great salvation ! 
Wondrous, wondrous Incamation ! 

FOURTH GHOST. 

Eyer going to His bed, 
At His li^e feet and head 
Looks His mother, laden she 
With her burdened mystery ; 
Still with tears of wonder weeping 
O'er the mystic in&nt sleeping : 
He 's her son, but He 's her I^rd ! 
O ! the blessed, blessed Word ! 

FIFTH GHOST. 

This Book 's His Word, and He Himself 's the Word ! 

This Book is the white horses of Salvation, 

The chariot this, and this the Conqueror I 

Go forth thou Lion-Lamb, fax forward bending ! 

Strike through dark lands with Thy all-piercing eyes I 

See, see the shadows break — tumultuous stir, 

Masses, abysses ! But among them stand. 

Pillars of stead&stness, majestic shapes, 

Grisly, the Principalities and Powers 

Of outer night, wearing upon their brows 

Defiance and ibe swarSiy bloom of Hell. 

Go in among them. Thou, go down upon them, 

Queller of aU dark things, great Head of Flame ! 

Them with Thy lightnings and compelling thunders 

Smite, bow them backward, sweep diem to their place ! 

Bum with Thy wheels ! Trample the darkness down 

To melting light, and make it Thy clear kingdom ! 
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SIXTH GHOST. 

Worthy is the Lion-Lamb ! 
Qlory to the great I AM ! 

SEVENTH GHOST. 

The fidackened stars burring reluctant through 

Time's gathered fiir obstructiye, shall be cleared, 

And beautified, and quickened ; with new light 

The moon shall fill her spiritual horns ; the sun 

Shall be replenished with an ampler flame ; 

And all the spheres retouched to harmony. 

Sin-spotted youth, world-wearied ; difficult age. 

Cramped down with stiff-bowed torments ; homeless outcasts, 

Lying in destitute benumbed caves ; 

And wanderers reascmless, ^tastical, 

Gibbering abroad, what time the moon is hunting 

In thin white dlence in the shadowy woods ; 

And stricken creatures in the lazar-house. 

Who know no kin, in whom care more than pain 

Drinks up the eyes and blood in the night watches, 

Or the half draught of suicidal poison 

(Remorse and shuddering nature spilt the rest) 

Holds its pale quarrel at the heart s red gatc^ ; 

And they j^hose hearts are locked up by despair, 

And the key flung into the pit of Hell,-^ 

Even these, all wasted and imperfect natures, 

Shall be renewed and finished, and shall walk 

Like angels in the white Millennial day, 

Day of dead war and of consummate peace : 

And that up-going pillared cry of sadness 

Shall be an equal sound of praise and gladness. 

FIRST GHOST. 

This litde Book the instrument shall be. 
Filled with the Spirit ; kiss it reverendy ! 

SECOND GHOST. 

And this virgin bless again. 

Free from sin, and free from pain! 

THIRD GHOST. 

Her no fabled cestus, wrought 
In the magic looms of thought. 
Of Goigon hairs, and coldest gleams 
From Dian o'er the morning streams. 
And plumes which staid Minerva gave 
At midnight from her bird so grave. 
Tissued in mystic warp with rays 
Plucked from Apollo's head a-blaze. 
And stings of Wit, whose arrow-tips 
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In poignant wrath he keenly dips-— 
A woven dream— -encircles round. 
A better girdle she has found 
In her filial piety, 
And that good Book for ever nigh, 
In angels, and the Comforter 
Whom her dear Lord has sent to her. 
Be she where the tempests blow 
O'er the North the hail and snow, 
Be she where in Southern lands 
Hot winds lift the winnowed sands, 
Peace with her shall still abide. 
The peace that comes firom Jesus' side. 

FOURTH GHOST. 

Child of duly, child of honour, 
Thus we breathe our wish upon her : 
Bless her to Death's earnest gates, 
Leading to the separate states ; 
Bless her to the Judgment-seat, 
Bless her to the Heavens complete ! 

FIFTH GHOST. 

But, ha ! I smell the breath of day ; 

Come away, come away. [^The Gho9ts vanii 
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What though no eager yearnings ever pass 

With curdled tremblings through the Sea of Glass 

Serene, where dwell the spirits of the just ; 

Yet ofi; their wishful ghosts revisit here their dust. 

Blood-spotted shadows ; scarce from darkness won, 

The untimely babe that never saw the sun. 

Buried at midnight, yearning with dumb strife 

For the enlarged capacities of life ; 

The suicide with stsJce-impaled breast, 

That in his damned crossway cannot rest ; 

And things of guilt unknown, a thousand ghosts, 

A thousand wandering creatures from the coasts 

Of outer night, beyond the reach of grace. 

With restless flittings fill this burial-place. 

Ye sons of living men, first lay aside 

Full bread and purple clothing, lust and pride ; 

And let the clear sense, that ye too must die. 

Pierce the fat ear, and pui^e the filmy eye ; 

Then hither come, and see these Shapes, and hear. 

Sifted firom out the dust, their voice of truth severe. 
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FIRST GHOST (rising from a grwse). 
Mercy ! ah ! give me mercy ! Giye me back 
My hours of liying days — give me but one ! 
One ciystal minute, then ! O ! how I 'd fill it 
With penitential groans, grappling with Grod, 
Bowed by His ooyenants to hear and pardon ! 
Tis past ! And the sore pressure lies on me 
Of alienation and expected Judgment. 
Plaguing my spiritual vision, dooming me 
Still more, &e image of One crucified. 
Ever before me, hanging in the gloom. 
So looks at me, piercing me through and through 
With his undying patience — Oh ! that look ! 
Come down, tihiou Meek-face ; 'twas not I that did it I 
You cannot say 'twas I ! Oo to the doers 
Of the dread literal act ; and let them cry 
{As cry they must, when the last heat comes on) 
For one drop of the water and the blood 
From Thy side wound, to lie one little moment 
Upon their fire-curled, cinder-crusted tongues.— 
But ha ! from out the Judgment-waiting land. 
Here comes a Child of Wrath beyond mysel£ 
Hither, thou guiltier Ghost ! Knowest diou me ? 
Thou lord and master of my youthful crimes. 
Behold thy scholar ! What ! thou shivering thing. 
Do thy pale skirts of spongy porous mist 
Drink up the glimmerings of the lights of night. 
Even like mine own ? I should have thought diee kneaded 
Of leprous crusts of sin, and blistered marie 
Baked with the blood of souls, and scurfy dross 
From the purged furnaces of Hell, made clear 
To the last spirituality of heat 
For master sinners. Look upon me, fiend, 
Look on thy handiwork, fashioned by thee 
Into a thing for Tophet ! Was it good 
To make me this ? My curse go down with thee 
Beyond the soundings of extravagant thought ! 

SECOND GHOST (advancing). 

The old apology for native vice ! 

Weak thing ! as if thy blindly breathing soul 

Within thy mother s womb was not engrained 

With all thy colours of eternal years ! 

Our place is wide enough, let's shun each other. 

[The Second Ghost vanishes. 

FIRST GHOST. 

He goes, as I must go ! 
For dropping well, nor dry embowelled cave, 
Nor the lone crags of the high homed mountains 
Where eagles yelp, forest uncouth, nor fen, 
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Nor tangled wilderness, nor sandy lands 

Of idle desolation, nor all places 

Where the last modesties of nature dwell, 

Can hide me from the Power that lets me forth 

A little space, to aggrayate my doom 

By the contrasted sweetness c^ the earth, 

Then draws me hack again.-— Here are die graves 

Of our old house. Would I could gather up 

My dust, and take it hence ! How shall I hear 

The looks of yirtuous kindred on that Day, 

When smmnoned I must rise and stand with them, 

Byen &ce to face, with all my guilt reyealed ? 

But ha ! a new-made graye ? Is it my sister s ? 

Ah ! yes, the length and place of it are hers. 

My father's and my mother's, long ago 

Simk to the natural level of the earth. 

Are hard, and green, and undistinguishahle. 

But where the spirits of the three f In Bliss, 

Let me helieye ; for I V^ not known them in 

My land of heavy patience. I 'm alone 

Of all my Other's house shut out from Bliss. 

Can they he happy when I 'm thus shut out ? 

O ! for the Patriarch's Ladder to come down. 

Besting its glory on my modier's dust, 

That I might climh the hattlements of light, 

And he with them ! 

Help me, my mother, plead for me with Christ ! 

Stretch down thy dear, dear arms, and take me up ; 

For I was fashioned in thy holy hody ! 

My &ther, and my sister, plead for me. 

Hang on His wounded side, and plead for me ! 

The Phantom of his Mother passes hy. 

Salvation ! 'Tis my mother ! But she 's gone ! 

Would she hut come again, I 'd hurst my hounds, 

And follow her unto the sluning doors. 

And catch her hand, and she would draw me in! 

But ah ! she did not speak to me, nor look 

Back with regret : 'Twas not my mother, then ; 

But some felse head which the Avenging Power 

Built up of crystal air and sunny light. 

To mock and plague me. ^The Phantom again passes hy. 

She again? Tis she ! 
1 11 follow— -oh ! oh ! oh ! Perdition has me ! 
'Tis hut the grinning Fiend ! See, how he leers 
Back through the hlasted night ! I know thee. Demon, 
Practical liar in impersonations. 
As in thy cozening terms and instigations ; 
Meanest of all created things ! But power 
Is given him o'er me, and I must go down. 

\_Tke First Ghost vanishes. 
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A Strange hut short-lived Tempest Jills the Church-^rd, 

THIRD, FOURTH, FIFTH, AND SIXTH GHOSTS. 
THIRD GHOST. 

What Evil Thing so beats about the night, 
With dragon wings of tumult and affiright ? 

FOURTH GHOST. 

By yon trail of sulphurous blue, 
Demons here hare had to do. 
In the livid issue, lo ! 
Pale and dreadfid faces go. 

FIFTH GHOST. 

Wo to the outcasts ! Them, nor cunning strings 
Melodious, nor soflnstopping pipes, nor all 
The sylvan company of sweet-throated birds. 
No, nor the very music of the spheres, 
Could tune to peace ! 

A Seventh Ghost comes shuddering near. 

SEVENTH GHOST. 

I am that outcast thing ! 
Ye Powers of Mercy, will ye not yet take 
Penance from me on earth ? Cut ye it out 
From the vast quarries of prodmous sorrow. 
Shaping it to my soul, and I wm do it 
Be it but on the earth, I care not how 
Or where I do it ; whether groping through 
The barren darkness of the Polar hills, 
Or glaring shadowless where the inflamed 
Dog of the Firmament, fire-fimged, breathing fire, 
Bays down with his unmitigat^ jaws 
The panting nations : I will do it there ! 
Far have I wandered, beating round the bars 
Of night, to burst into the boundless day. 
Unnoticed ; ah ! it cannot be, the Power 
Of Punishment's too strong and subtle for me. 
Curbing me back with his invisible hand. 
Wo ! wo ! my hour is come, and I must down ! 

\_The Seventh Ghost melts away dovon into a grave. 

FIFTH GHOST. 

Look ! look ! Oh, look ! They 're gone ! Saw ye them not ? 

Round yon flat table of memorial stone 

They seemed to sit, a ghostly company 

Of hopeless Ones (judging from their sad faces. 

Solemnly sad)^ there with symbolic handling 

Of shadowy elements trying to renew 

The Supper of the Lord, as if they might 
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Gall back die day of mercj and of grace, 

And still be Chnst's. But full upon tlion came 

A blast from the Evil One, to whom was giyen 

Power o'er their lawless aiid uncertain rite, 

A leyelled blast, and whirled diem dean away. 

Like dry dead leares, sweeping the naked taUe 

Bare of commemoration. O ! ye sons 

Of liying men, lay hold of the blue day 

That yet is yomcs, hiAd hast the fleeting ni^t 

With strug^ing prayers — hM them, ncv let thorn go- _^ 

mi you hare made your peace widi the Almighty ! 

SIXTH GHO0T. 

Yon sditary Siade, see how he stands 

Aloof — ^I knew him in the days of earth — 

Aloo^ alone, and introyerted aD! 

Back, and £ur back in Memory's inner rooms, 

Hung round with haunted glooms, life's Tragic Sorrows 

Act Uiemselyes o'er anew, under the eye 

Of dread, sole-sitting Conscience. — Oh ! that groan ! 

See how he starts, breakrog off all at once 

The unfinished trilogies of eyolying Guilt, 

Shuddering away, sdf-chased, down into night ! 

THIRD GHOST. 

Let us be humbly thankful, we are safe ; 
« Rejoicing humbly, as the little bird 

Flies low and coweringly, and with a half 
Chirrup of gladness from the fowler's hand. 

FOUBTH GHOST. 

Thanks to our Elder Brother ! Praise to Him, 
Honour and glory ! But for His dear sake. 
No earth had been to us, no life, no Heayen \ 

FIFTH GHOST. 

But for ELis coyenanted blood, of which. 

From earliest days, prophets and psalmists told 

Li promise and in rapture, keeping aliye 

The heart of faith and hope, that primal curse 

Had killed man's bli^ted world. The orbs of air 

^in on the axis of His loye : From Him 

Ine sun and the iBur ordinance of the moon. 

And CM's own bow, feshioned of air and hght 

And the tears of rain, draw their permitted gloiy ; 

Being the mere reflections of His face. 

Graciously pleased. The linnet in the leayes 

Christ-chartered sits, while warblings well and bubble 

Out from its white-ruffed throat ; the dappled fawn 

Leaps throi^h the sunny glades, and through the thickets 



THE CHURCH-YARD. 293 

Bursts, richly powdered with the coloured dust 

Of sylran pith exuherant, and smelling 

Of honey-dews, balsams, and dropping gums. 

Sleep comes from Him, and peace ; the husbandman 

Bearing his harvest sheaves, and the blithe shepherd 

Piping upon his unmolested hill ; 

Honey, and wine, and oil ; marriage and children ; 

And all the milky veins of love that run 

Branching through nature — all that 's fair and good. 

SIXTH GHOST. 

And for the sake of Jesus, God's own Heavens 
Are sofUy set upon a thousand hinges 
Of mercy, ever flexible, ever bowing 
Flexible downward to the contante ones. 

THIRD GHOST. 

Afflictions come from Him. The awful Finer 
Sits by His furnace pot ; stony self-will 
Is cast therein, and mottled vanity. 
Pride, and ambition, and each killing lust, 
Crusting man's heart, or striking it quite through 
With rotting or with indurating death. 
Lurid from far, but ever coming nearer. 
Fiercer and redder, with its threatened flame, 
The heat of Hell bums on the furnace pot. 
But all-pervading Love goes quicklier through it. 
Melting it down dissolved : The dross is purged 
Away, below ; and in the liquid metal. 
Perfect and pure through suffering, the Finer, 
Looking therein, sees His own image clear 
Reflect^ : And the holy workmanship 
Of every feature, by His art divine, 
He fixes there, never to be efi^ed. 

FOURTH GHOST. 

Youth, thus remade of Him, forsakes his pleasures ; 

And duty, like a silver rod, runs clear 

And firm through his new life. Foul with his sins, 

Trembling away over the edge of being. 

Palsied Old Age, smit with the sudden change. 

Shines, a new creature, and goes down in glory. 

FIFTH GHOST. 

Forth stalks the King of Terrors, on his head 

The fretted crovm of pain ; his bony hands 

Grasping his scythe, down through the field of the world, 

A mower lean and strong, ruthless he goes, 

Mowing his swaths of life. Mothers and sisters 

Run after him, and meet him, with strong cries 
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Of deprecation, striving to upbind 

His sheer cold scythe with twisted wreaths of lore ; 

Ah ! grimly smiles he gamit, as his keen edge 

Goes through them all, shearing and shredding them, 

And sweeping down away. But see ! the Babe 

Of Bethlehem strikes the crown from off his head, 

And breaks his scythe, and casts him into HelL 

SIXTH GHOST. 

O ! for the Spirit's day, when Sin and Death 
No more shall hurt the people of the Lord ! 

THIRD GHOST. 

Hasten Thy day of power, refining Spirit ; 
light the dark nations, clear their dusky brows 
With the white crown of Mercy and of Truth ; 
Making earth's dwellers all most like unto 
Angels of €h>d, or the bright Saints whose feet 
Wsdk on the terrible crystal. 

FOURTH GHOST. 

Judgment then 
Comes unto the sons of men ! 
That Day of Wrath ! Oh ! who may stand, 
Saye in Uie hollow of His hand ? 

FIFTH GHOST. 

It should be noon, but where 's the sun ? 
The air is stagnant, silent, dun. 
Is it eclipse ? Is earthquake near ? 
Nature listens dumb and drear. 
But not a voice, and not a sound, 
Comes along the hollow ground. 
Only once or twice the ear 
A booming something seems to hear, 
Like a faint echo, die away 
Far in the skirts of the extinguished day. 
A trumpet rends the gloom ! At that dread blast, 
A thrill throughout all living flesh has passed. 
The eagle fidls a ruffled heap. 
His pinions drowned in en^ess sleep. 
The affrighted horse, half rearing, sinks ; 
The dull ox, as he stoops and dnnks. 
The lion in the wilderness 
Has crooked his knees to that stem stress : 
Abrupt or stealthy, fierce or shy. 
The creatures of tiie desert die. 
And every living man, for Judgment nigh, 
Is changed in the twinkling of an eye. 
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Awake ye that slept, 

For the days are summed ! 

Cold shadows that wept 

On the marbles benumbed, 
For years, and for ages, are frighted away. 

Old monuments ren^ 

As with stroke of a wand, 

The ashes long pent 

Into being expand. 
White statues of life from a handfril of clay. 
Earth, sea, giye up their dead. Caught up in air, 
Man goes to meet his Judge— the bow-borne Judge is there. 

The tenible glory 

Who may shew ? 

Clear fires run round 

From each end of His bow. 

And the Ardours of Hearen 

Are thronged around. 

With solemn awe 

Their feces bound. 
Now hour of dread 1 What soul may stay ! 
Yet how, and whither, flee away ? 
Before, behind, and round about. 
The terrors of the Lord are out. 

The spheres let loose. 

Like a jarring wheel ; 

The sun and stars 

Like drunkards reeL 

Outburstings of fire 

Lick the blue riyers up. 

And drink up the sea 

Li its mighty cup. 
Earth 's burnt ; and, like a scroll together rolled. 
The hearens have passed away, and all things old. 

Before their Judge, 

Men quailing stand; 

Awful He lifrs 

His scarred hand! 

That scarred hand 

Who does not know ? 

Each wildered heart 

Goes to and fro : 

Each heart like a book. 

With its leaves in air. 

Is fiercely shook. 

And its thoughts laid bare. 
Rejoice ye Saints ! The Saints rejoice 
To hear His bUss-awarding yoice : 
He blesses them, and they are blessed 
To go into His Heavenly rest. 
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Rockg, mountains, hide the wicked now ! 

They hear the doom, they faint, they bow ; 

Fain for a dream, their spirits sink 

Eyen to annihilation s brmk. 

Yet whither shrink, and where be hid, 

Chased by that Eye without a lid ? 

Quick with life, and quick with wo, 

Back they spring, and up they go 

(Oh ! not for them that nothii^ess of death !) 

To meet the Power, and meet the Wrath. 

The Wrath has sped, the Power unseen, 

Unheard, has touched each staggering heart : 

The thought of bliss that might have been. 

Is half the sinner's living part. 

In wavering shoab togeUier driven. 

They sink beneath the eye of Heaven : 

Like hurrying draught of bitter cup. 

The Eternal Qulf has drunk them up. 

Forth come glad airs on Heavenly wind, 
The uprising arch of Saints to greet ; 
And glory, like a cloud, behind 
Bums sweetly on their Heavenward feet. 

SIXTH OHOST. 

Happy, happy we who dwell 

In His love unspeakable, 

Fearing not that coming Day, 

When heaven and earth shall pass away ; 
For, firom the days of everlasting years. 
Ere we were fashioned in the Vale of Tears, 
The Lamb— the Judge himself— was pledged to be our stay ! 

THIRD GHOST. 

Widening up the eastern skies. 
See the pale rim of day arise. 
Another day to mortal men. 
Toil, and fear, and care again ! 
Spirit ('tis Thy sacred trust). 
Help them, help them, they are dust ; 
Make them wise, and make them just I 
And in great consummation. Dove, 
Bring them to our mom above. 
Mom of the perpetual day ! — 
Sister shadows, come away. 

\^Tke Ghosts vanish. 
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FRANK SYLVAN: 

A CANTICLE, IN THREE FYTTES. 

FTTTE THE FIBST. 

Sing, woodland Mose^ Frank %lTan, brare old buck! 

In nankeenis, he, white stocldngs, waistcoat white^ 

Chreen coat, and linen of the amplest cat, 

And snowy white, tied by a riband black 

Around the swelling apple of his throat. 

While broad of brim a white hat tops the man. 

Forth sallies, white-haired, rosy eock of health, 

To meet old Winter on the morning hilL 

Hail, let it drive, he cares not — ^be it iaraght 

Eyen in the thickets of his eye-lHt>wB shag. 

There let it melt at leisure ; he disdains 

To raise his gloveless hand to brash away 

The sleet that sparkles on his glowing cheek: 

Tis but refreshment li^ng up his &ce. 

With nostrils Inroad and large, the vigoroos hairs 

Down growing thence, he snu£& the Norland blast. 

Clear, fresh, and free, rejdicing in the cold : 

And i^ce to face with Winter on the hill. 

He shakes the dour carle by the frosty hand. 

But more he lores, when on a gorly mom 
The surly wind has roused the curly deep. 
And o'er the Eastern height he smells the sea, 
To take the headland bluff, and seaward stand. 
Sniffing the salt white spray, until his own 
Bluff &ce is pickled widi Ihe German brine. 

Whate'er Uie season, and where'er he goes, 
In the top button-hole of his green coat 
Floweret or sprig he wears ; when summer blooms, 
Tis aye the moss-rose, queen of all the flowers. 
His antique ruffles— 4et us ne'er forget- 
Loose, laige, and flowing to his convex point, 
Display a brooch, on that ride next the heart ; 
An heirloom precious with a small grey lock 
Of Charies the Martyr's hair. An ancestor 
Of Frank had fought with whitest loyalty. 
And sword made red, for Charles ihrou^ all his wars ; 
And on the night before that mom of doom. 
Kneeling he wept upon his Sovereign's knee. 
The meek King called his child Elizabeth, 
And made the sweet child with her scissors cut 
A small lock from his neck : — ^ Be it to thee, 
My friend and brother, a memorial slight, 
But best in its simplicity to one 
Pure of self-seeking — a memorial slight 
Of all that thou h^t done for England's crown, 

N 2 
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And this poor femily." Thus the Martjrr said, 
Giying that token : And his servant took, 
Kissed the grey hair, and pressed it to his heart. 
A stout heart wears it still, a loyal heart and true. 

A jolly bachelor Frank, in Sylvan Lodge, 
Bosomed in woods, he keeps his easy state : 
A squire of good broad acres, his old house 
Is strong of beei^ brown bread, and home-brewed ale ; 
And at his buttery-hatch the wandering poor 
Are oft regaled, and sent up<Hi their way. 
His country life has kept his salient points 
Unblunted, red his cheek, and fresh his heart ; 
While rambles far through wild peculiar tribes 
Have made him largely tolerant, and lent 
A humorous twinkle to his keen grey eye. 
All picturesque varieties of man. 
All oddities of being, starting out 
V In bold relief from life's strange canvas, find 
Grace in his eyes ; but wo to them that dare 
Abuse discretion, for like any lynx 
He looks them through and through, and, hot of blood. 
Snorts in his ire, and drives them from his gate — 
His gate still open to the modest poor ! 

For, generous as himself, his little niece. 
Who rules his house with many opening keys, 
Bears out his heart and hand — " Brown Molly" she 
From her complexion ; but her dear brovm £oice 
Was cut with Beauty's chisel, dean and fine 
In every feature ; fairy-like, her form 
Is grace itself; but O ! her true young heart 
Is more than beauty, and is more than grace. 

PYTTE THE SECOND. 

O ! now the summer woods ! and O ! the joy 
To haunt their tangled depths, with curious eye 
Watching the wild folk of the leafy world. 
From beetledom below to die high flight 
Of shooting doves that shave the liquid air ! 
Such pastime has been Frank's, since first, a boy. 
When lit the rising sun with level rays 
The light green glimmering of the barley braird, 
Empearled with dew, till ^ the trembling drops 
Like sapphires glowed, he wondered at the hare 
Hirpling therein, and sitting oft on end 
With strange suspidous iiiurgeons-— can it be 
Old Eppie Tait, the witch ? and wondering saw 
The horse-hair stirring in the shallow pool. 
Left in the rut of the unmended road. 
After warm rains by night — will it become 
A lamprey, as they say ? and wondering found 
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The shrew-mouse lying, with its entrails out, 
On the green path, where late at ere he passed 
And saw it not — what killed it ? was 't the owl 
Bj night who pounced it for a common mouse, 
Ajid, out of temper at her own mistake, 
Tore it to death, but scorned to taste a shrew ? 

Upspringing with the sun, Frank, every mom. 
As every night, reads to his gathered house 
The solemn service of the English Church, 
Dear to his heart, a won^p fitly framed 
Betwixt the sensuous and emotional. 
The uncloying staple of his spiritual bread. 
His stout old-fishioned breakfast o'er, he takes 
His business-room, and fits himself to speak 
Of roads and bridges Yidth his neighbour lairds ; 
Then forth into h^ garden, counsel there 
To hold with the old gardener, or with ear 
Patient attend his manifold complaints 
Of birds mithinned, the bullfinch worst of all. 
Whose cursed beak — ^what can the fellow mean ? 
For worms he seeks not, nor one blossom eats — 
Plays such wild havock with the apple buds. 
^^ He 's a bad boy," says Frank, and whistles off 
Along the broad green walk, close shaven, and paved 
With soft moss like a carpet ; and the maze 
Of pleached walks, and alleys green o erarched, 
By holly bowers, and dials old and quaint. 
Pacing he threads — ^for all the place, unlike 
Your modem garden cut to the bare quick, 
Is kept unshorn, a place of coy retreat. 
Up then he gets into the old ash tree, 
To see the hissing owlets in their hole. 
And speak to them ; or in his pendulous swing 
High sitting, moving to and firo, enjoy 
The visitations of the flitting birds. 
And all the cool refreshment of the leaves, 
Rustling and breathing, with a dewy smell. 
And all the glimmerings of their beauteous light. 

Then deep he dives into the pathless woods, 
And holds communion with the creatures there, 
A numerous people ; for in all his bounds. 
Protected by his humour or his love. 
Easy they lead their unmolested lives. 
To see them is a ceaseless charm, for all 
Wild things are beautiful and full of grace. 
So delicate his ear, he can detect 
The faintest impulse that affects the tone 
Of beast or bird, as circumstances change : 
Has not the rook a harvest cry ? — a slight 
Percussive breathing through hpr usual note» 
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Somewhat analogous to the Irish brogue ?— - 

A chuckle ? that s too strong ; well call it, then. 

The halitus oi a spirit crowding through 

Her fuller roice, like thanks f(Mr Ood s good com ? 

Is this a £incy, or is this a &ct ? 

The cuckoo's coming is to him a date^ 

A summer era : Many a time and oft 

The angl^ on the river's fiirther bank 

Is greeted with his ^estion,-— ^ Have you heard 

Ihe cuckoo yet?" But most of all the birds 

He loves the swallow sacred to our homes. 

And hails the little ecmier o'er the sea ; 

This his heart's welcome, running into song :— 

THB aWALlOW. 

The mroUow, bonnie birdie, oomes sharp twittering o'er the sea. 
And gladly is her carol heard for the sonny days to be ; 
She shares not with ns wintry glooms, but yet, no ftdthless thing. 
She hunts the summer o*er the earth with wearied little wing; 

The lambs like snow all nibbling go npon the ferny hills ; 
Light winds are in the leafy woods, and birds, and bnbbHng nils ; 
Then welcome, little swallow, by oar morning lattice heard, 
Beeaose thoa oom^st when Nature bids bright days be thy reward f 

Thine be sweet mornings with the bee that *a out for honey-dew ; 
And glowing be the noontide for the grasshopper and you ; 
And mellow shine, o*er day's decline, the son to light thee home : 
What can molest thy idry nest ? sleep till the day-spring come i 

The river bhie that rushes through the valley hears thee ^g. 
And murmurs much beneath the touch of thy light-dipping wing. 
The thunder-cloud, over us bowed, in deeper gloom is seen. 
When quick relieved it glances to thy bosom's silvery sheen. 

The silent Power that brought thee back with leading-strings of love 

To haunts where first the summer sun fell on thee fh>m above. 

Shall bind thee more to come aye to the music of our leaves^ 

For here thy young, where thou hast sprung, shall glad thee in our eaves. 

O ! all thy Bfe^s one pleasant hymn to God who sits on high. 
And gives to thee, o'er land and sea, the sunshine of Hts sky \ 
And aye our summer shaU come round, because it is His word ; 
And aye well weksome back again its little travelling bird. 

Frank's graphic pencil (0 ! the comic gust 
Of Hogarth's studies caught on his thumb nail 
In the quick effervescence of the droll !) 
Seizes where'er he goes> by woodland paths, 
Or haunts of men, queer things— -the curly imp 
On rump of donkey dourly steUed in reist, 
Or flung with sudden somerset right o'er 
Its lowered ears into the attempt^ ford ; 
The camps of gipsies, and old beggars' heads. 
Nor does he chuckle not when he has caught 
A Latin scholar en unwonted steed ; 
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His heels turned closely in, his toes wide out; 

His trousers ruffled up unto his knees ; 

His coat-tails pinned before him, to escape 

The dusty hair of Bosinante's ribs ; 

And, eyer as he rises in his trot 

With slow and solemn risings, the &r off 

Horizon seen, a lucid interval. 

Betwixt the saddle and his seat of honour. 

Nor does he chuckle not when he has caiight 

An awkward at ambitious on a steed. 

Whose lofty stature-— how has he contrived 

To climb thereon, ascending ?«-*flowing mane. 

And sweep of tail might figure at Ducrow's. 

"^ dint of Inidle and of martingale. 

The charger trained goes mincingly as if 

He trode on burning marie : our buigher thus 

Paces him round the suburbs of the town, 

A capering walk ; his own head fondly turned 

Askimce down, like a peacock's, first to see 

His left leg, next his right, anon he eyes 

His shadow in the sunlight, all the while^ 

As Homer sings, ^^ much pleased in his mind." 

And (m goes Frank, and sees from many a point 
The trees he planted in his youth fulfil 
The picturesque design — ^the Scotch firs high 
On gravelly ridge (best soil for them) to shew 
Their flaky foliage on the Eastern light. 
Or in the embosomed wood with dark relief 
Set off the lightness of the general green j 
And sycamores far o£^ a depth, a world 
Of sultry languOT in their summer heads. 
But here the river bounds his woodland reign. 
Steep his own bank of trees, yet steeper hx 
The opposing hiU high up with hanging woods. 
The cushat startled from her ivied tree. 
Comes clapping out above him, down right o'er 
The river takes, and, folding her smooth wings. 
Shoots like an arrow up the woody face 
Of yon high steep, and o'er it bears away, — 
The loveliest feat in all the flight of birds. 
But O ! the rarer charm, when yon green fiaice 
Is all astir with winds unheard so high. 
Waving and swaying all, this way and that. 
Opening and closing, intertwined, evolved. 
With gestures all of love, low bowings, risings, 
Kissings, slow courtesies, and tufted nods, 
All flexible graces multitudinous ! 
O ! many a time, and long hours at a time. 
Has Sylvan lain upon his sunny shore, 
Rapt, more than gazing on the pictured show. 
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Silent though all in motion, till his soul, 
Drowsed with the very fulness of the beauty, 
Slumbered and saw not through the glimmering eye. 

The farthest walk in his^ domain has brought 
Frank to " The Plague Mount :" Grey Tradition tells 
That here the last struck of the spotted pest 
Was buried far from men. Upon its top 
Are sombre trees, and in the trees a seat ; 
And on the seat aye Sylvan rests a while. 
With changeful musings o'er life's dadcer things. 
A half-sunk boulder on the Mount is called 
*^ The Siller Stone." In popular legend, lies 
A hoard of gold beneath it Daring men 
Have tried to dig it out ; but aye a storm 
Of lightning red, and thunder black with wrath. 
Bursts, scares and drives them from tiie unfinished work. 
Deepening the awe of the enchanted Mount, 
A bum comes down a low and lonely glen, 
And sleeps into a pool at its green feet. 
Silent, profound, and black, " The Fairy Pool." 
Seven boys, once bathing in the twihght thare, 
"^ere spirited away, and ne'er again 
Came back to earth. Seven girls once playing there. 
As home they passed from school, on the frail ice, 
Went down together in the charmed pool : 
But they were found, and, on a weeping day, 
Their virgin bodies in one grave were laid. 
Here grows the earth-nut, with its slim green stalk. 
Flat crowned with flowery white. The Mount's one side 
Is soft with fog and broken earth, and there 
Bare digging fingers may achieve its nuts. 
But tempted though he be, the schoolboy ne'er 
Invades the Genius of the awe-guarded ground. 
Singly. In knots the imps have sometimes dared 
The desperate deed ; but terror all the while 
Disturbs their trembling fingers, as they trace 
The tender white of the descending st^ik 
Down through the ground, that h^ens as they dig. 
And breaks the thread that guides them to the prize : 
And so they lose it If by chance they reach 
The knobbed nut, they break with their thumb nail. 
And peel l^e foul brown film of rind away 
To the pure white, and taste it soft and frush. 
They chew — ^they swallow not — they spit it out 
With sputtering haste : 'tis earthy ! 'tis the rank 
And rotten flavour of the buried Plague ! 
Awe has them still-^they gather close — ^they look 
Into each other's fisices — ^they behold 
Strange meanings there— one fear infects the whole — 
Breathless they -break away, nor dare to turn 
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And look behind them to the ghostly Mount. 

Homeward by other paths, Frank nerer fails, 
With hat in hand, and rererence as of loye, 
To drink and rest at sweet St Mary's Well. 
Ck>ld, still, and glassy deep, a grassy brow 
O'erdiading it, here lies the viigin welL 
Frost never films it, ne'er the Dog-Star drinks 
Its liquid brimming lower. Self-relieved, 
By soft green dimples in its jdelding lip. 
The trembling fulness breaks, and dipping o'er. 
Cold bubbles through the grass ; the infant spilth 
Assumes a voice, and, gathering as it goes, 
A runnel makes : how beautiful the green 
Translucent lymph, crisp curling, purling o'er 
The floating duckweed, lapsingly away ! 

His woodland walk accomplished. Sylvan lays 
His right leg o'er his shelty, for a round 
Of friendly visits of a sunmier day. 
Thigh, leg, and toe turned round and in, the big 
Toe ball just resting on the stirrup, the heel 
Depressed, and almost reaching to the ground. 
Erect he sits on Donald ; shaggy he. 
Long-tailed, long-maned, and tossing, as he moves. 
The hair redundant o'er his fairy &ce. 
Whence fitfully his glowing eyes look out 
And many a little dog, and many a large, 
With sleek-licked svrirls upon their glossy coats, 
Attend the march, and round their master play. 

The good old Scottish Gentlewoman, first, 
Who, ^thful to the good old way, still spins. 
And speaks the good old Scotch, the classic tongue. 
Not of a province, but an ancient realm, 
Frank visits. Next, the rough old Commodore, 
Who from his castellated cabin high 
Telegraphs, with the system of his flags, 
The valley fiu: ; of many a tough old fight 
The tough old remnant he, shattered and worn, 
White " at the main :" but o'er a sea of grog 
Ascending, reigns the Dog-star in his nose. 

Next comes the Manse : And forth with Sylvan walks, 
In earnest converse, the old Minister, 
Simple and meek ; but shaking oft the head 
Over the changes of our modem day. 
Of all these changes he dislikes and fears 
The Railway most, spoiling our softly green 
Sequestered valleys with its raw red scaurs. 
And long dry banks of rubbish, spoiling more 
Our picturesque simplicities of life. 
Old points of character, old points of faith, 
With social innovations manifold. 
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''Beautiad Tale! Yale of my Flock !" he sighs, 

^^ Fear not the Winter, thou ; fear rather, thou. 

The Mammon who would drire his railway train. 

With whistle shrieking in its lust of gold. 

Through the sweet music of thy Sahhath hells ! 

Let Ima not in ; O ! keep the Demon out, 

For there's no reverence in his golden hoof! 

Give him hut gradients to his mind, he'd drive 

His trading rail right o'er the inhibited top 

Of Sinai, through its awful sanctities, 

As if they were the cheap amenities . 

Of some suburban villa : Fear him, Scotland ! 

O ! keep him out of all thy Sabbath vales i 

And be thou still, as thou hast ever been, 

Land of the bold and free, land of the wise and good f 

Frank takes the Nabob next : Him offc he finds 
Standing beneath a tree ; for there he 11 stand, 
With sour mahogany &ce against the day. 
Hours at a time. His liver wrong, he 's cross 
With almost all around ; the country folk 
Avenge themselves by laying the whole bkme, 
Not on his bile, but on his conscience : He 
Murdered a Prince of India for his gold 
(Thus runs the whispered charge) ; blood-guilty thus. 
And horror-haunted, he can't dfeep without 
Six lighted candles by his midnight bed. 
Old Frank, of course, at all such nonsense laughs ; 
And him die Nabob loves, flinging himself 
With full aband<mment, as if for help, 
On the broad nature of the healthy man : 
And Sylvan cheers him up, and he is cheered ; 
But sinks relapsing when his friend is gone. 

Thus hairy Donald, with short dibblmg trot, 
Bears his blithe master roimd from place to place. 
Old Grayford last he visits : Him he finds 
A-field ; his right hand with a hedgebill armed ; 
His lef^ laid down upon his swelling loin. 
The palm turned out, the curved arm forming thus 
The handle of the Lairdly Dignity. 
Grey spats, white stocking and a long grey coat, 
Invest old Nimrod ; on ms head is set 
His small black hunting cap of many a field- 
Beneath its front his keen eye twinkle^ out, 
Behind descends his venerable queue : 
Tall, thin, and grey, walks the old man erect 
Due greetings o'er. Laird Grayford lays his hand 
On Donald's mane, and by our hero stalks. 
And has him round to look at hedge and drain. 
And all his plantings : — ^*^ Here 's a dump-^ihis way— - 
Put in last Autumn, it seems getting up ? 
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What think jon, di ? In thirty years or so^ 

Twill be a nice thing ; and by then 1 11 be 

Pretty weH bnffed "—the old boy 's seyenty now ! 

And mnch he growls of be^ars^ much of boys^ 

And tinkers, in defiance ofue Act» 

Pastoring their donkeys by the sides of roads ; 

And hammers at a case on Friday last 

Tried and decided at a Justice Court 

In some near &9iire — so says the newspap^ . 

Frank asks, "What paper?" "Deuce a bit I know," 

Old Nimrod answers ; " but it had large letters 

Along the top "—old Nimrod is no derk. 

Truth to confess, the man has missed his day. 

And lived at least three coitnries too late : 

In foray old, ne'er trooper of them all, 

lithor and starker than our Laird, had leapt 

From hagg to hagg athwart a Border moss. 

Round goiding Frank, where'er he goes the Laird 
StUl shuns the village neighbouring on his Hall : 
His foot hell not set there ; they've lost respect 
For the old House — the very boys forget 
To touch their bonnets to him as they pass, 
^nce all those half-pay feUows, they call captains, 
Oame settlers there with glittering fishing-wands. 
" Whom have we next ? " keen looking out demands 
The jealous Laird, as o'er the knoll he spies 
A fidiing-rod come on with waving top. 
And brafis-bright hoops : — " One o' your captains, eh ? 
Of course : A man can't toss his glove up now. 
But down it comes on a captain — Let 's this way." 

But Frank must home, and dine, and be prepared 
Service to do with Moll ; for old and young. 
His neighbours round, firom village and from fiirm 
Invited, hold this night upon the lawn 
The Annual Strawberry Feast of Sylvan Lodge. 

FYTTE THE 1SIRD. 

Take, sportive Hecdth, your tasselled hom and blow, 
What time the breezes of the Autumnal hill 
lift your light locks of youth, and scatter them 
In tangled beauty round your glowing face ; 
Oall up old Sylvan to the mountain side. 

Pleasant to Sylvan when with summer come 
The twittering swallow and the shrilling swift ; 
Yet pleasanter, in Autumn's bracing air. 
The hills of gorcocks and the hills of deer. 
But O ! the exhilaration when the furze, 
Beneath the high hoar wood, is all astir 
With fox-hound tails, just seen above the whins, 
Cocked, curled, and crowding in one ferment thick. 

o 2 
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Before one tdngne, prelosire of the scent, 
Has broken out, the experienced hnnter knows, 
By a fine sense instinctiye, all 's right now ; 
Ajid scarce restraining his impatient steed. 
Fire-quick in consdousness of every moye, 
.^ Pulk down his cap, and buttons up his coat 
One sure old beagle gives a deep-mouthed note, 
A second — ^third — ^the pack : Away, away 
Bursts through the echoing woods tike etom of chase ! 
Old Frank is there ; with natural, healthy heart, 
A daring huntress, Molly too is there. 

When the last apple, whitening into yellow. 
Gleams in the leaves, Frank through the ooloined woods 
Saunters ; an amateur in rustic staves. 
His vigilant shaping eye detects at once. 
Though rough, half sunk in moss, the well-curved head 
To the tall upward stalk, smooth-skinned and straight, 
Or gnared with knots and knobs, with twists and crooks 
Chrotesque, and Aill of quaint, queer character ; 
Forth tiien he draws his vigorous pruning-knife. 
And adds another to the cudgel-sheaf 
That garnishes the lobby of lus Lodge. 

The air begins to nip : The plane-tree, first 
With soft crimped leaf to burst the honey-glue 
Of Spring's brown swelling bud — as well the boy 
Knows, bent on whistles, when the sap is up. 
And the moist bark comes peeling cleanly off — 
Is first to shed her leaves ; down drop they now. 
Dullest of sere, embossed with spots of black. 
And foul feet tread them in the miry paths. 
By evening fire, the Sanctum of his Books 
Delights old Sylvan now — '^ The Doctor " quaint, 
" The Vicar," " Selbome," Walton, Evelyn, 
And all the Saxon old simplicities. 
The hot Byronic lava how he loathes. 
Of fire and cinders into scorisB run ; 
But worse, our high-flown felons of romance. 
Heroes of hemp, tiie glories of the gallows : 
The while he drinks, with firesh and ruddy lip. 
From the old "^ well of English undefiled." 
And oft the Fathers of the English Church, 
Of holy majesty and sweet composure. 
Engage him, lifting up his heart's desire 
To the good land of order, peace, and rest. 

Clear-minded hence, up with the mom is Frank, 
His gambolling dogs around him, wading through 
The rustling lemes of the October woods. 
On through the crushed brown ferns of the high slope. 
To look through the clear air : He loves to see 
The varied faces of our Scottish hills. 
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Here grassiest green is one, with darker stripes 
Where waters ooze away ; one mottled there 
With hlack-brown heather and with rerdant spots ; 
A third, where lies the thin soil on the rock, 
Swells smooth and round, but dun its juiceless grass ; 
A herbless fourth's grey o'er with rocky stones, 
Where thorn-trees old, and doddered adlies grow. 
And rowans anchored in fantastic rifts : 
High o'er its head the circling raven sails. 

At penny weddings, christenings, £eurs, and kirns. 
Our humorist prompts the rustic holiday. 
The passing bdl for village patriarch. 
For simple maiden, or for thoughtful boy, 
Smites on his ready heart; and forth he helps 
To bear them to the dust. But oft-times, too, 
Age-callous men, in coats of rustiest black, 
With big horn buttons, generations old, 
Trembli^ and fumbling in their eager greed, 
All through the plate of service-breaidl, to £nd 
The laigest bits, and smacking their thin jaws 
O'er the red solemn wine ; then, deaf and loud. 
Clattering their gossip through the measured tread 
On to the church-yard slow, has made old Frank 
Snuff hard, repressing scarce his angry snort, 
And lag behind the irreverent company. 

Scotland, with all thy worth, irreverent thou ! 
In solemn things irreverent ; reverent less 
Of Beauty, loving not the Beautiful ! 
Yes, tell it to her shame, no statue fair, 
For admiration placed in open view, 
No monumental work, but her rude sons 
Deface it forthwith : France or Italy 
Knows no such savagery, nor any land. 
What can it mean ? Is it our soul of sect, 
Which looks on all such beauties of man's Art 
As vanities, not unallied to sin? 
Did not Qod make the Rainbow, coarse-grained soul ? 
His hands did they not bending jGushion it ? 
Is that a vanity, is that a sin ? 
Nay, is not B^uly thus a Heavenly thing ? 
I, Beauty, dwell with Him who made green earth, 
The pictured seasons, and the hosts of heaven. 

Mellow the firosly noon : To catch the points 
Of rustic winter life, old Frank, be sure, 
With all his dogs, is cheerily abroad. 
Yon children, gladdened with a holiday, 
How blithely dinsome at their sliding sport ! 
O ! happy day, compared with rainy days 
That prison them at home, when, sick of slates, 
And books, and toys, they take tibieii: listless stand 
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At ihe dull window, and thenr noses squeeze, 

Flattened till they be white, against the pane 

Washed by the streaming, .weltering drench without, 

And idly look into the dim drear day. 

If hen, high lifting her unwilling feet. 

Run dripping by ; or random waddling duck, 

Half swimming, slabber, with her bill engulphed. 

Through the green pool ; or snouted sow upturn 

The reeking dunghill, — ^not unwelcome they : 

They give an object to the vacant eje» 

If Sabbath be the day, O ! blessings then 

On Bunyan, Prince of Dreamers ! Dear his page, 

Allowed in Scotland as a holy page, 

To Sunday juveniles! There Is the well-thmnbed book : 

Take it, and try it ; helped by crumbs of bread 

Betwixt the leaves, from the young readers' mouths. 

It opens readiest — ^where ? Guess. O ! be sure, 

At Christian's battle with ApoUyon, 

At Doubting Castle, or at GKant MauL 

There— no mistake ! Thus blent of excellence, 

A sacred lesson and a thrilling tale. 

Our " Pilgrim " down shall " Progress" through all time. 

Proud era of his life, when all at once. 
And unexpectedly, the boy can swim 
A stroke or two ! He 's revolutionized. 
The school, the Sabbath, Oh ! how wearisome. 
That keep him from the cauld ! Scarce is he kept 
Even by the rain. By day he thinks, by night 
He dreams of swimming. Prone upon the sward, 
Or snuglier lying in the clover field. 
Sucking the honeyed flowers, even there the pride 
Of conscious power comes o'er him, out he strikes 
With hands smd feet, immindful how the grass 
Or clover leaves green-stain his corduroys. 
Of course, each summer day, three times at least, - 
He 's in the gravelly pool, and swimming plays. 
Till short and feeble grow his plunging strokes, 
Quick, quicker sinks his head, his panting breath 
Scarce puffii the lipping water from his mouth, 
And his teeth chatter and his nails be blue. 
Behold him now ! bent forward on his hams 
Beside the bum, his hands he pushes out. 
In swimming feshion, from below his nose. 
And seems to meditate the unfrozen depth. 
O I no, he'll not jump in ; but pleased he sees 
How he could stem it, and with eager heart 
Longs for the coming of the summer sun. 

But lo ! the old mill : Down to it hies our imp. 
Following the dam. The outer wheel still black. 
Though decked with gleety green, and candied o'er 
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With ice, is doing duty. In he goes 
By the wide two-leaved door ; all round he looks 
Throughout the dusty atmosphere, hut sees 
No miller there. The mealy cobwehs shake 
Along the wall, a squeaking rat comes out, 
And sits and looks at him with steadfast eye. 
He hears the grinding's smothered sound, to him 
LoneHer than silence. With a brooding awe 
O'ercome, his busy memory summons up 
The ^^ Thirlstane Pedlar" murdered in a mill. 
And buried there. The " Meal-cap Miller," too, 
Of bloody feme in " God's Revenge against 
Murther," comes o'er him ; with the added fear 
Of human seizure, for he meditates 
A bojdsh multure. Stepping stealthily 
On tiptoe, looking round, he ventures on ; 
Thrusts both his hands into the oatmeal heap, 
Warm from the millstones ; and, in double dread 
Of living millers and of murdered pedlars, 
flies with his booty, licking all the way. 

Homeward returning by the upland path. 
Old Sylvan stands and listens : Through the meek 
Still day, from far off places comes the long. 
Smooth, level booming of the channel-stones. 
And hark ! from some near rink Iheir chip^ chip, chipi 
Striking each other ; bursting shouts proclaim 
A last great shot has revolutionized 
The crowded tee. Down in the valley, lo ! 
The broom-armed knights upon their gleaming board. 
Such rural sports beguile the winter day. 

But good old Chnstmas comes, and holds its state 
In Sylvan Lodge, as in the antique time. 
And Captain Mavor's there from Eastern lands, 
And all is merry cheer and holy joy. 
Frank was his Other's friend, and, ere he died. 
Was named by him the guardian of the boy ; 
And through Icmg conflicts of disputed rights 
He bore his ward triumphantly, and sent 
Young George to India, an accomplished youth. 
To be a soldier there : But, ere he went, 
With Molly Sylvan he had vows exchanged ; 
And she, and none but she, shall be his wife. 
Prudent, and valiant in the field, he rose ; 
And AHwal and bloody Sobraon 
Fulfilled the promise of his earlier years. 
" Come to your window, lilla Zal, and see 
Those blue-eyed islanders, lords of the earth," 
Thus said a dark-eyed damsel of Lahore 
To her young sister. And they stood and saw 
That little company ride glorious in. 
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Sublime in their considerate modesty, 
And empires stricken by a band so smalL 
And much they wondered at the fair-haired men. 
As they rode by ; but Mavor s beauteous youth 
Drew forth the murmurs of their glad surprise. 
Proud day was that to all those British men ; 
But Mayor now is happier where he is, 
With old Frank Sylyan and his nut-brown maid. 

Labour, Art, Worship, Love, these make man's life : 
How sweet to spend it here ! Beautiful valley. 
Thine are the lilies of the Spring, and thine 
The Summer's leafiest places ; Autumn next 
Crowns your glad croflte with com ; nor should we dread 
The Winter here : On Januaiy mom, 
Down your long reach, how soul*inspiriting. 
Far in the frosty yellow of the East, 
To see the flaming horses of the Sun 
Come galloping up on the untrodden year ! 
If storm-flaws more prevail,' hail, crusted snows. 
And blue- white thaws upon the spotty hills. 
With dun swollen floods, they pass and hurt thee not ; 
They but enlarge, with sympathetic change. 
The thoughtful issues of thy dwellers' hearts. 
Here, happy thus, far from the scarlet sins, 
From bribes, from violent ways, the anxious mart 
Of money-changers, and the strife of tongues, 
Fearing no harm of plague, no evil star 
Bearded with wrath, his spirit finely touched 
To life's tme harmonies, old Sylvan dwells, 
Deep in the bosom of his native valley. 

Muse, thou 'rt a Prophetess as well as Muse ; 
Lift up the comer of Time's vail :•— Behold ! 
Light feiry forms, the Genii of the wood. 
The dappled mountain, and the running stream. 
Are strewing ^vours on the old man's grave, 
While many a little bird his requiem sings. 
George Mavor Sylvan dwells, in thoughti^ peace. 
With Mary Sylvan in old Sylvan Lodge. 
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THE DEMONIAC. 

CHAPTER I. 

Miriam's interview with christ. 

In ihe green month of Zif beneath an aged pahn-tree sate, 

In the wide plain of Jericho, a mother desolate : 

Her lips were covered with her robe, upon her head she cast 

The dust of earth ; and over her the hoius unheeded passed. 

Forth from the neighbouring trees came Christ, and stood at Miriam's 

feet; 
His &ce with peace and ardour blent, unutterably sweet. 

She raised her head, she saw Him stand, kneeling she clasped His knee : 
^^ Help me, great Man of Nazareth ! give back my son to me ! 
Take pity on a mother's loins, broken with weary pain ! 
Over flie cloudy hills I go— I seek him still in vain ! 
Sorrow my only portion is ; sleep flees from me ; for food. 
Thy handmaid oft is fain to pick harsh berries from the wood. 

" My heart breaks : Tell me, where is he ?" — " Daughter of Judah, how 
Should I thy son know ?" — " I have seen Thy might — a prophet Thou ! 
And I have heard Thee speak great things, like arrows dipped in gall, 
Shot from a bow, against the proud ; have seen before them fall 
The brows of haughty men : but aye, like honey-drops, distil 
Thy words, the spirits of the grieved with healing balm to fill. 

" Tell me, where is my Herman wild ? At first I staid at home, 

Till it was cruel so to rest, whilst he was forced to roam. 

At mom I looked for him, from noon on to the twilight dim ; 

And when in the uncertain light the evening shadows swim, 

I shaped him thence. He came not — God firom love has cast him forth ; 

But he is dear to me, and I will hunt him o'er the earth. 

^^ Hear me, thou Man of Nazareth ! O ! then Thy handmaid bless! 
Pride dares not in Thy presence live : the tale of my distress 
I hide not from Thee :— God had given, to glad my widowhood. 
Two children fair exceedingly, but not more fair than good. 
Peace to my Judith in the grave ! she died in her young days : 
God took her to Himself, and I blessed the Almighty's ways. 

*^ And Herman yet was led to me, my hope ! my more than joy ! 
Bright as a mother's restless heart would fashion forth her boy ! 
With power, like an anointed child's, with glory his brow was clad. 
His cheek with virgin health ; how bloomed the beauty of his head ! 
His young eye was as when the sun shines in an eagle's eye ; 
A life within a life was there, burnished, and bold, and shy. 

" And scarce the silky blossom of his yellow beard was seen. 
When he the ancient forests traced with slings and arrows keen ; 
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Heroic daring from each limb breathed ; as the posting winds 
Fleet, o'er the hills so high and bright he chased the dappled hinds. 
Then with the men of Napthali, a Hon-hunter bold, 
He tossed his golden head afar on their snowy mountains cold. 

^ His boyhood with just joys enlaiged, no guilt had spoilt, no fear ; 
Nor painted women lured his youth — Whence was his spirit dear. 
And I had taught him the great acts of old embattled kings. 
Champions, and sainted sages, priests, judges, all mighty thkigs ; 
Till, from deep thought, his eye was like a prophet's burdened eye : 
And he was now a man indeed, built for a purpose high. 

^^ Ood of my fathers ! if my hopes in him presumptuous were. 
From him to me the punishment, tempered with love, transfer ! 
Help us, thou Man of Gt)d ! Perhaps by hopeless passions bound 
And rendered weak, the mastery a Demon o'er him found : 
Reason and duty all, all life, his being all became 
Subseryience to the wild strange law that oyerbears his frame. 

^ Dark as the blue piled thunderlofks then grew his forehead high. 

And gleamed like their veined lightnings, rash and passionate, his eye ; 

For he was sorely vexed and fierce. Anon, in gentle fits, 

like idle hermit looking at the clouds, all day he sits. 

At length he fled far from my care, he felt his life disgraced > 

Pride took him to the wilderness, shame keeps him in the waste. 

" Strong as the eagle's wings of quest, on aimless errands runs 

The beauteous savage of my love ; but still his mother shuns. 

Along the dizzy hiUs that reel up in the cloudy rack. 

O'er tumbling chasms, by desert wells, he speeds his boundless track ; 

And in the dead hours of the night, when happier children lie 

In slumber sealed, he journeys i^ tiie flowing rivers by. 

'^ And oft he haunts the sepulchres, where the thin shoals of ghosts 
Flit shivering from Death's* chilling dews ; to their imbodied hosts. 
That churm through night their feeble plaint, he yells ; at the red mom 
Meets the great armies of the winds, high o'er the mountains borne, 
Leaping against their viewless rage, tossing his arms on high. 
And bulging balanced o'er she^ steeps against the morning sky. 

" His food from honey of the rocks and old cleft trees is drawn. 

From wild-fowl caught in weedy pools by the raw light of dawn, g 

From berries, all spontaneous fruits. In winter, in the caves 

Of hills he sleeps ; the summer tree above his slumber waves ; f 

Nature's wild commoner, my child ! on the blear autumn eves. 

When small birds shriek adown the wind, he lies among the leaves. 

^^ By day the sun, the frost by night, weariness, want, and pain, ^ 

Sorely his young eyes must have spoilt, and dried his wasted bikin. <# 
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Ocmearebisyoudi'sfinehopes; and mine, ivhatare ihey ? My poor cbild, 
Sweet Patience for thy minister go with thee to the wild ! 
What shalt thou do when sickness comes ? How much it grievethme, 
That from ^j mother's love thou should'st, as from an enemy, flee ! 

^^ For him these chastened hones of mine have stood the winter's shock ; 
I 'ye crept to reach him as he sate on the hald top of the rock ; 
When simimer has enlarged the year upon the pleasant mountains, 
I 'ye seen him sit long hours afar heside their spangled fountains ; 
But the coy lightning of his eye ne'er sleeps : my art is yain ; 
Swift as a roe-huck he is gone, and I must weep again. | 

^ Charmers, exorcists of old «kill, wizards that muttering go^ 
All that deal subtly, I have tried : I add but sin to wo. 
The Expiation-feast I 've kept ; I 've ptayed by many a tomb 
Of prophets, feryid men of old, that God would change his doom: 
All's yain! No, no, it shall not be ; for I will track the earth, 
O'ertake him, hold him with strong loye, and driye the Demon forUi T 

A cry rung in the distant woods : up Miriam rose and ran; 

But turned, came back, and kneeling kissed the garment of that Man^- 

For anxious hope is dutiful. With beating heart again 

She turned away, ere Jesus spake, and sought the woody plain ; 

And through the rustling alleys, through the mild glades, one by on^ 

She wandered half the summer day, but could not see her son. 

CHAPTER II. 

HIRIAH's INTERYIEW with her son, HERMAN THE DEMONIAC. 

By Jordan's waters, Miriam sate beneath a tree and w^t. 
She heard a groan : a man from out the shrubs before her crept ; 
And, Hke the Serpent damned of God — as if to crush the worm 
Of hunger that within him gnawed, and ground his writhing form-^- 
He trailed his belly in the dust ; his eye, that keenly burned 
With ^mine's purging fire, to her — ^his mother — was upturned. 

" Bread ! bread ! Oh bread !" feebly he cried. Her little store she took. 
And gave it to his trembling clutch ; and brought him firom the brook 
Water in hollow leaves ; then down beside him sitting she 
Soft drew to her his yellow head, and laid it on her kaee ; 
With kiss long as an exile's kiss, she clung unto him there ; 
Bedewed his i^ce with many tesars, and wiped it with her hair. 

He slept, like an o'erwearied babe : she held her sobbing breast 
To stir him not ; and hid his eyes, that he might longer rest ; 
And smoothed his ^-descending locks, dishonoured with the dust ; 
And long and calmly did he sleep beneath her sacred trust. 
At length he started with a groan, he knelt upon his knee :— 
^' Thou mother ! why hast thou not sought the Son of God for me ? 

p 2 
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'^ Ha ! ibis is harsh : O ! pardon me 1 I know ihy love, well tried. 
Has me by the tall forests sought, and by the pastures wide, 
Bocks, and dim sepulchres : dear one ! O ! think me not uiJdnd ; 
The f^end has kept me from you so^ wild as the winity wind : 
He takes me far, he brings me near ; athwart your path I fleet, 
Driren, that each other we may see^ but ne'er eadi other meet. 

^* Blest are the dead! what though thdr face no more beholds the son, 
Thoiigh filled with barren ai^es be the breast of each loved one, 
With dUsiy motes ccmfiided and dull the jewel of the eye ; 
Yet are they gone, and are at rest : how peacefully they lie ! 
Would 1 were dead, smit thorough with blue plagues, and each sore ill; 
So were I not a vessel filled wiu an infernal w^ 1 

** I am thy quarry of the wild! my feithful huntress thou 1 

And think'st thou not thy toils for me my spirit down must bow ? 

The Fiend will come again, leave me ere I leave thee : Away ! 

^nd not thy body, so shall I less truly be thy prey." — 

*^ Speak not to me, I will not go ; think'st thou diy youth's first prime 

Was half so dear to me as thou, now old before thy time ? 

^* But come with me : fear not ; 'tis past ; we 11 hear soft waters flow; 
The stock-dove in the twi%ht woods shall soothe us as we go, 
Which aye so well thou lovedst to hear ; the stars, that softly bum 
O'er the green pasture-hills, shall %ht our homeward glad return ; 
And then the holy moon shall rise, and lead us all the way ; 
And the very God of peace and love will guard our home for aye !" 

*^ Ha ! this is vain : why art thou here ? haste, haste, there's but one hope ; 

The Man of Nazareth alone can with the Demon cope : 

Man ? Nay, the Son of God ; for oft have I, in mi^^t hours. 

Heard in Engaddi's howling caves the whisperings of Dark Powers 

Speak of Messiah, and dechre this Jesus him to be. 

^d, firom B(»ne great event at hand, this pause is ^ven to me." 

^ To-day, 6 ! had I Him construned ! With my own thoughts op- 



Even I can see Him more than man : from house to house distressed 
He breathes His noiseless peace ; by shores of lakes, on the dim hOls, 
He teaches men ; the lazar-house His gracious presence stills ; 
A new spirit wUspers through the woods of Him to me at eve ; 
All nature seems with consdous hopes of some great chai^ to heave." 

<<TheFiend1 tbe Fiend! hark!" Heiman cried, '' he left me here at 

noon. 
Hungry and side among ike brakes ; and comes he dien so soon T* 
Up firom the shores of the Dead Sea came a duU booming sound ; 
The leaves shook on die trees; thin winds went wailing al around; 
Then laughter diook the sullen air. To reach his mother's hand, 
The youngman grasped; but back was thrown convulsed upon the sand. 
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No time was there for Miiiam's love; he rose, a smothered gleam 

Was on his brow, with fierce motes rolled his eye's distempoed beam; 

He smiled-^'twas as the lightning of a hope about to die 

For evGt from the furrowed brows of Hell s eternity ; 

like sun-warmed snakes, rose on his head a storm of golden hair, 

Tangled; and thus on Miriam fell hot breathings of despair:-— 

^Perish the breasts that gave me milk ! jea, in thy mouldering heart 
Good thrifly roots 1 11 plant, to stay, neit time, my hunger's smart ; 
Bed-raned derived apples I shall eat with savage haste. 
And see thy life-blood blushing through, and glory in the taste !"<— 
^Peacer Miriam cried, ^thou bitter Fiend! 'tis tiiou, and not my son, 
Thati^eaks: I know thee, Demon cursed! I scorn thee, thou dark One! 

** Glory beyond thy power, dark One ! him in the end of dayEh— 
My son redeemed from thee^-^o Heaven my &thers' God i/nll raise ; 
Wliilst thou — ^ha ! outcast from that God ! — ^forth shalt be driven to 

dwell 
With hcMiied flames and Blasphemy, in the red range of HeU. 
There prey the old Cares, the Furies tihere whiri their salt whips^or aye, 
And &ces fiided in the fire look upward with dismay. 

^ And sighs are there, and doleful cries, and tongues with anguish dumb ; 
And through that glaring fierce abyss of years no hope can come. 
Fiend! leave my <mild--%}od's diild — avaunt! down to thy chambers 

blue 
Of sulphur go ! the palaces of Sodom yawn for you." 
^* Amen, Amen, Amen ! " the Fiend with yellii^ laughter cried ; 
And, like an arrow fin>m the bow, her Herman left her side. 

^ Stay!" she exdaimed ; ^^hear me, my son ; I spake not thus to you!" 
Swift o'er the desert shore he ran, she hasted to pursue ; 
Crushing the saltnsurf samphire weeds, and many a crusted cake 
Of salt, stumbling o'er pits, she went : she saw Gomorrah's lake^ 
She saw her son plunge in the waves ; but fast-descending night. 
Mingled with storms, fell on the deep, and hid him from her sight. 

And she by the dark waters of great confusion stood. 
Called on her son, prayed to her God to save him from the flood ; 
^e beat her breast, she cursed her tongue whidi to the Demon gave 
Suggestion thus to drown her boy ; she met the lashing wave ; 
And, bending forward, listened in each pause of the storm's sweep, 
And thou^t she heard her Herman cry for help from out the deep. 

And Oh ! for him, for him, intp the wasteful night she gazed ; 
And seemed to see his arms above the flashing wftters raised. 
She felt at length that she was mocked ; along the barren shore 
Far did she wander, and sate down when she could go no more. 
The storm was now o'erblown, the moon rose o'er the lulled sea ; 
She looked behind her — ^murky crags rose beetling awfully. 
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Strange heads came stretching from the clefts of people sheltered there. 

Wild tenants of the rock, waked hj the cries of her despair, 

Or hy the tempest roused ; with tbreats they hade her thence he gone. 

Nor yex their drowsy caves of night with her untimely moan. 

" What creature of the shore art thou ? " they cried : " Thee henee 

hetake ! 
A woman ? and hast dared to meet the storm-hlast of the Lake ? 

** To hear the smothered yoices rack the Sodomitish sea, 

Of spirits pent in the whelmed rooms ? Whence may thy sorrows be? 

Seek'st thou the apples fair and felse ? " Thence back did Miriam nm. 

Less from her dr^id of yiolence, than haste to seek her son. 

She could not find him ; homeward then she turned at break of day. 

And, with a sore bereayed heart, went weeping all the way. 

CHAPTER III. 

MIRIAM FOLLOWS HERMAN TO THE SEPULCHRES. 

Deep in the hollow ni^ht, a voice to Miriam's slumbering ear 
Seemed thus to say, "^eep'st thou, when I can sleep not, mother dear?* 
She started, listened ; all was still : — ^" Tis but a dream's wild freak ; 
These haggard fancies vex me so, since grief has made me weak ! 
Yet, Demon-borne, in that dark storm, from out the watery waste. 
Unseen by me, he might have come." She rose with trembling haste ; 

Quickly attired^ she looked abroad : The clouds away were gone ; 

Blue edier, as if newly washed, with dewy gleams wide shone ; 

The stars were very lustrous ; and in the abyss of night 

The moon was set, severely pure, a well of living light ; 

Deep peace lay in the shadowy vales ; the solemn woods were still ; 

And nought was heard, isave oft the bark of fox upon the hill. 

Again upon her bed she lay, sleep hovered o'er her eyes ; ^ 
A^in unto her lattice came that voice, and called her thrice. 
"'Tis but Ae Tempter-fiend !" she said, and wept unto her God ; 
Yet still from hope and changeless love again she looked abroad ; 
She heard a cry—Hshe knew that' voice ! with beating heart she ran. 
And followed through the glimmering trees the figure of a man. 

Hisform washid: — "Heaven help,"* she prayed, "amother's weary sidel 

No &rther can I go ! " Again his shadow she espied ; 

Again forgot her weariness, and ran with all her speed 

To have lum now, to have him now — ^it is her son indeed ! 

At length she came unto the place of the white sepulchres. 

And paused — shall she pursue him there ? For now deep fear is hers : 

For heavy clouds came o'er the moon ; darkness fell all around ; 
A shuddering wind grieved in the trees, skirting the chamel ground ; 
Th^i clamoured birds obscene ; and yells as from lean hounds of blood. 
Mixed with careering laughter, rose ; choked shrieks as from the flood. 
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And gallowing cries, like grappled fiends' clinched with the last despair^ 
And hurried through Hell's fire- wrought gates, thickened the mid- 
night air. 

And Miriam saw white wispy fires dance, warped with yapours -close. 

Like exhalations kindled from the rotten church-yard gross. 

She feared the yexed Fiend, feared the ghosts of milky babes to brare. 

And fretted age that cannot rest within the wormy grave. 

Yet there oft heard she Herman's voice : and morning soon shall rise : 

Beneath a tree she sate to watch, but sleep o'ertook her eyes. 

CHAPTER IV. 

Herman's sickness. 

Twaa now the time when, stepping down from her ethereal bowers. 
The touch of Spring's dew-sandsdled feet kindles the earth with flowers. 
Fair rose the mom on Judah's hills : as Miriam v^raked, a band 
Of earnest men drew nigh ; there Christ led Herman by the hand. 
" Woman, thy son 's restored to thee," the blessed Jesus said ; 
And vnth a shriek of joy she clasped, she kissed her Herman's head. 

And he, too, wept, like one in whom pride is o'ermastered last. 

Meanwhile, with modesty divine, Jesus away had passed. 

Then Miriam, took her Herman's hand, and led him to her home. 

Came quiet days : he lived like one by some strange blight o'ercome : 

Noon was to him as twilight ; vdth austere serenity 

He bowed his doomed head, and prepared himself in haste to die. 

His spirit pined, his days declined ; his mother watched the while 
With silent grief, as if herself and him she could beguile. 
From mom to evening ; if he sighed, she rose at midnight ofr. 
Stooped o'er his head, and touched his cheek with hers so kind and soft ; 
And brought him food, true as the bird, that plies its little quest 
Around the hedges all day long, to still its yearning nest. 

CHAPTER V. 

Herman's blessing. 
Twas now the golden Autumn-tide : Herman lay on his bed. 

Through a small lattice on his face the yellow light vras shed : 

** Is it the matin hour, mother ? " — ^for she was near at hand. 
" No, my dear boy ; the setting sun shines sweetly o'er our land ; 
With songs unto the foimtains go the maids in a long train ; 
Why loiterest thou, dear idle one ? Up, list to them again : 

'^ Loved wert thou by them all. I see the illumined hills of oak ; . 

Valleys, where bow the cumbered trees 'neath Autumn's mellow yoke ; 

The glittering streams ; and the wide heavens of glory o'er our head ; 

The barley-harvest days are come— I see the reapers spread. 

Be up, my boy ! be up, fair boy ! thy look is all too sad. 

Nay, health is dawning on thy face : Up, make thy mother glad." 
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He ndsed his head with fearful haste, but drooping nature &iled. 
Feebly he groaned ; yet, yet with might his filial heart prevailed, 
Again he rose, he took her hand : — *' Eternal God above, 
Keep this tried mother when I die, and recompense her love ! 
Her very love has abnost been my evil minister. 
So solemn has it made my life, so full- of cares for her. 

^ Keen as the wild wolfs following o'er the glazed wintry waste. 
Biting the blast, whetting his fangs, upon the prey to haste. 
She himted my distempered life— her heart could ne'er stand still !— 
Even where the sitti unseals the snows, high on the perilous hill. 
Of whom but thee ? of none but thee, thou mother, dearest, best, 
Speak I ! Beneath thy weight of love my spirit lies oppressed. 

*^ I die from thee, I soon must go, my days are a swift stream ; 
Thy fond hopes must be shattered like the firaUty of a dream. 
Yet fear not ; He that freed thy son, will help diee when I die, 
And, when thy days of flesh are done, will lift thee up on high ; 
And, with salvation very glad, to thee it shall be given 
To walk, with the redeemed of God, the starry floor of Heaven. 

** What shall I say, that when I die my mother may not weep ? 
My blood, my life, would they were fiised into one blessing deep ! 
Spring, and dew-dropping heaven, each star of goodliest influence. 
Trees weeping balms, all precious things — O ! I would not go hence, 
Till I could bless thee witii all things ! Nay, hear me yet — " 

"Cease, cease! 
I love thee so ! I love thee so ! I cannot be at peace ! 

" But to the Holy City I this night, this hour, v^dll haste ; 

Jesus is there, mercy I '11 have." Beside his bed she placed 

Food — ^would not hear his kind reproof — swift went— yet, pausing, 

turned — 
Again bent o'er him, and with love unutterable burned^— 
Prayed leave to go— staid not to hear denial or assent ; 
And all the night, led by the moon, wide o'er the hills she went. 

CHAPTER VL 

MIRIAM AT THE HILL OF CALVARY. 

The Holy City Miriam reached ; but Jesus was not there, 
For He was gone to Galilee. She turned with mute de£|»ir. 
And wearily retraced her path. Months slowly roUed away> 
Her son still pining down through each gradation of decay. 
At length she was assured that Christ was in Jerusalem, 
And through the sQ^it night again she went in quest of Him. 

As broke the spotted dawn she heard the sound of camel bells. 
Soft tinkling far ; before her now a tented valley swells : 
For from wide lands, and distant isles, the Passover could stUl 
Bring up the scattered tribes of God unto His Holy Hill. 
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Their whitening tents the valley filled ; but all deserted stood, 
Save that some slaves went here and there to give the camels food. 

To Miriam's question they replied, their lords were gone to see 
A strange impostor crucified with thieves on Calvary. 
Then went she on until she saw, above the City fair, 
The Temple like a snowy mount far up in the clear air ; 
Around its upward-circlmg courts she saw the forms of men, 
That bending westward looked as if some distant thing to ken. 

Still was the sky. At once on them a mighty whirlwind fell, 
And tossed their garments seen afar, and brought with many a swell 
The City's din tumultuous. A blind and smothering fear 
On Miriam came ; vdth breathless haste she to the gates drew near. 
Passed through the hurrying streets, and gained the foot of Calvary. 
She turned — a pomp processional, and shouting crowds were nigh. 

She saw — ^blind to all else — she saw Him whom she came to seek. 

Bearing His cross ; and thorns were crushed around that brow so meek ! 

Immortal anguish held His fiice ; yet tempered with a look 

That seemed prepared no shame, no pain, from mortal man to brook ; 

Prepared to burst all bands, to flash, put indignation on, 

To shake — ^to thunder-strike — ^to queU His foes as fix)m a throne. 

O ! Son of God ! Yet still His face majestic patience bound. 
How can she ask, in such an hour, His help ? He turned half round ; 
She felt that He read all her heart, when on her face was stayed 
That eye, like an abyss of love. With clasped hands she prayed. 
With silent lips and reverent eyes. He turned from her again ; 
Yet leflb her to believe, with joy, her prayer had not been vain. 

How can she go and leave Him thus ? O ! how her bosom burned 

With holy gratitude to Christ, as up she slowly turned ! 

She saw the throngs go closing up ; the vdnding pomp before 

A lustre all imnatural upon its ensigns bore. 

Beneath a burning sun that smote die summit of the hill. 

An ominous doud^ behind, o'erhung the City dark and still. 

SofUy she joined a company of women ; and they stood 
Afiur, and of); with qui<^ short look the glancing summit viewed. 
They saw not wliat was done,— fi:om this the greater was their fear. 
Mute, trembling, pale, forward they bent as if some shriek to hear. 
Horror on Miriam fell ; she thought of Herman, and was glad 
That in his sickness a just cause to haste away she had. 

She went, yet o& looked bade ; she saw the uplifted cross at last, 

And shrieked, and fa^;er went till she the gates of Zion passed. 

I^e passed the silent vale of tents, the camels grazing wide ; 

The glittering streams shone in the sun, and shone the mountain side ; 

A forest near, when she its first outstanding trees had won, 

A horror of great darkness feU : the quendied day was done. 
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She went into the night-locked wood ; 'twas silent as the sleep 

That watched the hoary secrets of the uncreated deep. 

Then a sound shook the mountain bars, as when some fallen pile 

Of ages sends a dull far yoice o'er sea and sounding isle. 

Without a breath the forest shook ; and then the earth was rocked ; 

And trees fell crashing all around ; and birds of night were shocked. 

Screaming, from out their rifted nests : with helpless wings they beat 
The ground, and came and fiercely pecked, fluttering o'er Miriam's feet. 
Steps, as if shod with thunder, ran. Through the infested wood 
Slowly had Miriam groped her way, and in its skirts she stood. 
When all at once burst forth the day from out the folds of night, 
And with rebounding glory fliashed along the heayens of light. 

Wedges of terror clove her heart ; stumbling she hasted on 
With dazzled eyes, and reached her home — her Herman's life was gone ! 
Reeling she turned, she knew not why ; all blindly forth she burst ; 
But back she flew, and kissed his lips : " How durst I go ! how durst 
I leare him thus in death ! " and then she beat her breast, and cried, 
** Had I not gone, had I been here, my Herman had not died 1" 

CHAPTER VII. 

Miriam's interview with her sainted daughter, jxtdith. 

The mourners from the house of wo, the minstrels* forth were gone ; 
Deep in the middle watch of night sate Miriam all alone, 
Sleepless, in silent sorrow rocked, with fixed gaze intense 
On him dressed for the grave, her last, still dear inheritance. 
** Peace ! " said a voice, like the far-off soft murmur of a wave ; 
She started, turned, she saw — '^ My child I my Judith from the grave ! " 

With lips apart, with heaving heart, gazed Miriam on a form 
Lovely beyond the power of death, the grave's polluting worm. 
A lucid air enswathed her head : How excellent are they. 
Dear God, thy ransomed ones ! On her consummate forehead lay 
The moonlight of eternal peace, solemn and very sweet ; 
A snowy vesture beautiftil came flowing o'er her feet. 

" I see — I do— methinks I see my dear immortal child ! 
Come near me, God-given ! Be not these the garments undefiled ? 
Those eyes, the spirit's sainted wells, o'erflowing still with love, 
I know them ! Ever look on me, my own celestial dove ! 
Art thou not come to take me hence, the awful worlds to see ? 
I long to go, I long to go, to dwell in Heaven with thee ! 

" Ah ! no, 'tis but a dream ! " — " Fear not, for I am ever thine ! " 
With beautiful tranquillity, with majesty divine, 
Forth stepped the unblemished child of life, and with a meek embrace 
Folded her mother's crowding heart, and kissed her breathing &ce : — 

* Matthew, ix, 23. 
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" Fear not : trust thou in Christ, who died this day mankind to save, 
By whose dear leare I come to thee, redeemed from out the grave, 

*' Many have been, greatly beloved ! thy days of trial sore, 
Bereavement, sorrow, wandering, pain ; but these shall soon be o'er : 
And loss, wo, weariness, all pain, each want, each earthly load, 
Are in the many-linked chain that draws earth up to God. 
But look to Christ, the assured One, and thou for aye shalt stand 
In the Lord's palaces of life, in the uncorrupted land. 

*' O ! it is well with me, mother ! No sin is there, no night ; 
There be the bliss-enamelled flowers, bathed with the dews of light ; 
Rivers of crystal, shaded with the nations' healing trees, 
Whose fadeless leaves, life-spangled, shake in the eternal breeze ; 
The shining, shining host of saints ; the angels' burning- tiers ; 
And there God's face ineffable lights the perpetual years ! " 

" Speak of thy father, holy child ! my youth's spouse, where is he ? 
Thy brother— 4ie has leflt me too : O ! are they saved like thee ? 
Then with great joy would I rejoice, and calnJy wait the time 
To join you all in Heaven. But speak, child of the un&iling prime ! 
Thy mothCT 's yet on earth — ^how lone ! shall they not also rise. 
And come this night anew to bless these old o'erwearied eyes ?" 

^^ Fear not ; rest thou in hope and peace ; to thee, on earth below, 

More of the Spirits^* hidden world 'tis not allowed to know. 

Now let me see my brother's face ; night's mid watch passes fleet, 

And in the Holy City I the risen saints must meet. 

To pass with them into the Heavens." With slow and trembling hands, 

In silence Miriam from his face imdid the linen bands : — 

"Judith, draw near and see his face; upon thy brother look." 
And she drew near : her glistering stole one moment ruffled shook ; 
Like light in tremulous water gleamed her eyes divine, as they 
Gazed on her brother as he in his bloodless beauty lay ; 
With earth's dear firailty tempered still — Heaven's great and perfect 

years 
Not yet attained — ^her lustrous eyes ran o'er with many tears. 

She parted on his lofty brow his locks of yellow hair, 

And kissed his forehead and his lips ; then, with a sister's care, 

Around his dead composed face the grave's white folds she tied ; . 

She took her mother by the hand, and led her from his side ; 

Then stoodtheetherealcreatureclodiedwith peace serene: — "TTiyleave, 

Sweet mother ! let me go ; and say, dear one ! thou wilt not grieve." 

" I shall not grieve, I will not grieve. But come, through the dark 

woods 
Thy mortal mother shall thee guide, and o'er the crossing floods. 

Q 2 



322 THE DEMONIAC. 

O ! I am greatly glad for thee, my young lamb of the fold ! 
Come near, and let me lead thee thus ; thy mother gently hold ! 
For thou art washed in our Christ's blood ! for thou art passing fair ! 
The very Spirit of God's Heavens has breathed upon thy hair ! 

" Now let me guide thee forth. Nay, nay, the thought is foolish all, 
That thou canst wandering err, that aught of ill can thee he£al. 
Young dweller of the Heavens ! mine o^vn ! the angels pure that be, 
Primeval creatures of God's hand, in light excel not thee ! 
Those vivid eyes can look through night ! No monster of the wild. 
Demon, dr bandit of the cave, dares harm my sealed child ! 

*' In dazzling globes those angels wait, to bear thee vrith swift might 
O'er the bowed tops of tufted woods to Zion's holy height ! 
Go then — ah 1 thou must go indeed !" She smiled, she turned to go ; 
But Miriam caught her shming skirts with a mother's parting wo. 
And knelt, and clasped her hands. Then turned the daughter of the 

skies, 
Baised, led the mourner to a couch, and breathed upon her eyes. 

Deep sleep on Miriam fell. With face meek as the moon of night, 
Far down in waveless water seen, a sleeping pearl of light, 
A moment gazed that child on her ; then brightening went. At mora. 
With hope through sorrow, Miriam saw to dust her Herman borne. 
Her faith was periect now in Hira whose blood for men had flowed. 
Calm shone her evening life, and set in the bosom of her God. 



THE END. 
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